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MY MOTHER 
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FOREWORD 


Tuts book is a gathering together of the noon- 
tide Lenten meditations at St. Bartholomew’s 
Church, New York, for 1928. These medita- 
tions were stenographically reported. They be- 
long to the spoken word and are accordingly of- 
fered to the reader. 

The advisability of putting intimate talks 
into a book is questionable. My only defense 
is that I have been constrained to do so by the 
pleasant importunity of those who heard them. 
I hope that others will find them helpful. 

With all their inevitable faults of the spoken 
word, I offer these meditations to those who 
seek help on the path of discipleship. That 
path is not easy. It is a steep ascent through 
“peril, toil, and pain,” but it ends in Christhood. 

The theme of this book is that our planet is a 
school of initiation into the mysteries of the 
kingdom of God. No one can know the mys- 
teries apart from that initiation. There is a 
knowledge that is of this world, and a knowledge 
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that is not of this world. The knowledge of this 
world is important; it covers science, philoso- 
phy, economics, and politics. The knowledge 
that is not of this world is also important; it 
includes the arts, ethics, and religion. The for- 
mer knowledge is attained by the mind, the 
latter knowledge by the spirit. 

Mind and spirit! Are they, then, divided? 
Only for the purpose of distinguishing between 
the mental and emotional processes of thought. 
Ecstasy is as mental as the use of a logarithm, 
but it connotes a wider circumference of per- 
ception. One may be coldly indifferent to life 
and still be mathematical; but no one can be in- 
different and hold the ecstasy that answers to 
the joy of him who said: “‘Consider the lilies of 
the field.” 

Christhood is the human attainment of uni- 
versal consciousness which Jesus described as 
eternal life. Eternal life has nothing to do with 
duration; it is qualitative, not quantitative. 
Under ecstasy the mystic strings the ages to- 
gether like a child’s loop of daisies. Under ec- 
stasy the saint faces all the troubles of life with 
a smile. He is not concerned even with happi- 
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ness; he has seen the glory of God. Under 
ecstasy the disciple breaks through all the 
boundaries of time and space and enters into 
the fulness of divine being. 

But this state of ecstasy is ordinarily brief 
and occasional: Christhood describes its perma- 
nent attainment. To the Christian, Jesus is the 
supreme example of this unbroken ecstasy. He 
sees in the Master of Galilee the promise of at- 
tainment, to those who follow whither that Mas- 
ter leads. A Christian is a candidate for Christ- 
hood under the guidance of Jesus. He believes 
that the Gospels are dramas of the ascending 
path which ends in the open vision. Believing 
this, he lays hold on life eternal in his own right 
and by a mighty warfare. He meets every day 
with a cheer; walks into Gethsemanes and up 
Golgothas with a song; dares the valley of the 
shadow of death with a smile. 

These things I know I have not attained, but 
I am pressing toward the mark of this high call- 
ing of Jesus. I have found life good. I, like you, 
still falter and forget; but I love the steep ascent 
of discipleship, and return to its slopes again and 
again after failure. I know that one day I shall 
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gain the top of the hill of Christhood, as my 
Master did. These meditations are the broken 
words of one who has found the joy of believing 
that “God sent not his Son into the world to 
condemn the world; but that the world through 


him might be saved.” 
ROBERT NORWOOD. 


St. BAaRTHOLOMEW’S CHURCH, 
New York, 
May, 1928. 
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THE STEEP ASCENT 


“They climbed the steep ascent of heaven 
Through peril, toil, and pain.” 
—REGINALD HEBER. 


I 


CERTAIN GREEKS 
John xii: 20-21 


Turovucu the centuries, the Church, with all 
its variety of worship and of creeds, has sent up 
the cry, ‘““‘We would see Jesus.” At the heart of 
all great preaching is the power of the man in 
the pulpit to answer the question of the people 
in the pews. Savonarola is remembered because 
the people of Florence asked that question and 
he answered it as no other man of his time could 
answer it. Our own beloved Phillips Brooks, the 
beauty of whose spirit will never be fully com- 
prehended but who will grow and grow upon 
the heart of the world, will be remembered be- 
cause he, too, answered that question. 

In Savonarola and in Phillips Brooks, men 
saw Jesus. Men saw Jesus in the simplicity and 
consecration of their lives. It was not that these 
great types were holier than others. It was not 
because they had a genius for the flaming word 
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which others lacked, that they are remembered 
to-day as among the few who have been success- 
ful in answering the question of the Greeks to 
Philip; it was because both these men knew 
Jesus intimately. There have been great schol- 
ars—like Bishop Butler, whose Analogy is un- 
doubtedly the profoundest thing ever produced 
by the Anglo-Saxon mind—but they did not 
know Jesus with that intimacy of which I am 
speaking. I use Savonarola and Phillips Brooks, 
because their personalities were mountainous. 
The Alps are the Alps, but it takes a Matter- 
horn to give to the whole mass a definiteness, a 
personality, so that when you see the Matter- 
horn you see the Alps. Savonarola and Phillips 
Brooks were like the Matterhorn. They had the 
power in their personality to reveal the singular 
beauty of all souls who know Jesus intimately. 
Every one of us has his own little “gospel 
story.” Every one of us has his own private 
“lives of the saints,” and in that little book 
lovely names are written that mean nothing to 
others but everything to us, because they are 
the outward and the visible signs of the inward 
and spiritual grace of Jesus. They are remem- 
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bered because, when we saw them, we saw him. 

Why should we want to see Jesus? This is not 
a theological question and there will be no theo- 
logical answer. It is a human question. A dis- 
tinguished excommunicated bishop of our com- 
‘ munion, preaching in a New York church, called 
Jesus a myth, saying that science was our reve- 
lation and that we could look always to truth, 
coming from the minds of the great discoverers 
of the secrets of nature, for our way to salvation. 
But Jesus is no myth. There are myths about 
him. Theology is responsible in part for those 
myths, though we must at the same time re- 
member that a myth is the measure of the failure 
of the imagination to communicate the beauty 
it has seen. Every time we listen to great music, 
we use myths to describe what we have heard. 
Every time we read a great book, we paraphrase 
it. A myth is a paraphrase of reality. The ac- 
cumulation of myths about the lives of remark- 
able men is curiously like the edelweiss which 
grows where Alpine peaks loom in their ever- 
lasting whiteness. 

Jesus is a man. I believe with Carlyle that the 
story of what men have done on this planet is 
the history of the few great men who have lived 
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here; that we cannot account for any movement 
without a man behind it. To say that Christi- 
anity is Paul is folly because, however much we 
may compliment Paul by saying that, we make 
a liar of him who said, “God forbid that I should © 
glory, save in the cross of our Lord Jesus 
Christ.” Love for a man in the beauty of holi- 
ness converted Paul on the Damascus road. 
Love for a man in the beauty of the heart’s de- 
sire made Peter a rock at last, though at first 
he was only a rolling stone. Love for a man 
turned a Galilean fisherman by the name of 
John into a mystic of the ages, and made the 
harlot whose name was Mary the symbol of wo- 
man redeemed and whitened from all her sin. 

Christianity is the desire, or the manifesta- 
tion of the desire, to see Jesus. Behind all these 
movements of the ages there stands a Galilean. 
I shall seek in these talks to find him. I shall be 
honest with you. I shall not be afraid to tell you 
what I think. The sweetest compliment a speaker 
can pay his audience is to trust it so fully that 
he can tell it what he thinks without fear of giv- 
ing offense, even though it may not agree with 
him. 

If evolution is true, then it is not an indig- 
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nity to Jesus to say that he represents what 
God saw when He said, “Let us make man in 
our image, after our likeness.” We are not de- 
throning the Master when we say, “If we can 
find in Jesus what we hope to be, the reason for 
the perils of our daily existence, then indeed 
shall we have seen him as the Greeks wanted to 
see him.” For Jesus, if he is true, is the expla- 
nation of this planet. If he is true, he is the goal 
toward which we are moving. He explains our 
life. The moment we see that, we can take up 
our life and live it. If we want to see Jesus, we 
will walk in his steps. There is no other way of 
seeing him. 

We must first of all be sure in our minds that 
we really want to see Jesus. Even in his day 
there were disciples who pretended that they 
wanted to see him. Judas pretended that he 
wanted to see Jesus, and when he saw him, he 
did not want him; so he sold him for a few 
shekels. Down through the centuries men have 
sold Jesus because he was not what they ex- 
pected. | 

Let me close upon the one truth of Chris- 
tendom which Browning has sung for us in his 
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Saul: “See the Christ stand.” He is standing 
before every problem of our life. He is stand- 
ing before every sorrow that is wearing us 
down. He is standing at our side. He is stand- 
ing as a man. The kind of manhood we most 
want has been fully lived and revealed in him. 
The only solution of the problem of the uni- 
verse is to see Jesus. 


“Like the spotless Master, thou 
Filled with wisdom, love and power, 
Holy, pure and perfect now, 
Henceforth and evermore,” 


is the answer to the questions: What is life? 
Why am I here? Why are things so hard? 

If by living my life with all my might, with 
all my power, I can come to be what I believe 
Jesus is, then thanks be unto Thee, O Father, 
for that unspeakable gift. 
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IN SWADDLING CLOTHES 
Luke w: 7-11 

Tue religion of Christ is an experience with 
Jesus. Every man or woman who has seen the 
Master belongs to him. No one can see Jesus 
and escape. Such is his power—the power of 
beauty, the beauty of goodness, the goodness of 
strength, the strength of truth—that it is not 
possible to see Jesus and escape from him. He 
will always hold us after that, making us un- 
comfortable for resisting him, for being un- 
worthy of him, for doing the things that once 
made him bleed, for saying the things that once 
crowned him with thorns. In the end we are to 
be his. 

Bishop Slattery has just produced a lovely 
little book, in which he says that the Creed in 
reality means the confession of the whole Church 
that in the end all souls must be saved. Salvation 
is a result, not a place. We are saved only as we 
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have become what Jesus is, and being saved is 
becoming like him. But we cannot become like 
anything unless we are aware of it. The painter 
must see his subject. The musician must hear 
his motif. The actor must feel his part. The 
Christian must be aware of the Master—aware 
in his own right. So many people are not aware 
of him save in the blind way of a book. One of 
the tragedies of Christianity is the story of men 
and women who have made much ado about their 
Christianity but have never been Christians be- 
cause they did not see Jesus. They had seen 
an image of him in a book. They had seen a 
likeness of him in a church. And they thought 
that the image in the book, the likeness in the 
church, was Jesus. But it was not. 

We must see him in our own right. We must 
see him without even a guide. There must be 
something in us that is awake and aware before 
Jesus can come to us. The woman at the well of 
Sychar is the symbol of most people who come 
on Jesus unawares and yet are ready for him. 
There must have been something in that woman, 
with all her badness, that resembled Jesus. How 
close she got to him! What lovely things he said 
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to her! What wisdom he gave to her! Think of 
the precious hour that she had at the curb of 
the well with Jesus. If you had all the posses- 
sions of the world in your power at this moment, 
if you had all the honors and titles of crowns 
and of eminent people for the wishing, would 
you not give them all away to have that one 
hour which the woman at the well had with 
Jesus? 

No amount of external help can make us see 
Jesus—and I do not wish to be understood as 
speaking lightly of external help. Otherwise I 
should not be here. The glory of seeing Jesus 
is the power to help others see him. But none the 
less, the actual seeing of the Master is the soul’s 
own blessed experience, and no soul can see him 
before the moment. He speaks of it himself: “In 
an hour when ye think not, the Son of man 
comes. Watch therefore. You never can tell 
when he comes. But be ready, be ready! Two 
women shall be grinding at the mill. One will see 
him and the other will not. Two men shall be 
working in the field. One will see him and the 
other will not.” 

Christianity is the measure of a soul’s per- 
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sonal, intimate experience with Jesus. No one 
can have that intimate experience who has not 
in himself, active and operating, the soul of 
Jesus. I have watched men and women come up 
to the Communion rail and cross themselves with 
great show of devotion, but I knew they were not 
seeing Jesus. I knew them so well that I was in 
a position as their minister to say, “You are 
not seeing Jesus. You would not be the snob you 
are, if you saw Jesus. You would not be the 
nasty critic, the censorious person you are, if 
you saw Jesus. You would not be the gossiper, 
the slanderer, the stinging back-biter you are, 
if you saw Jesus.” This does not mean that we 
have to be sinless to see Jesus, but it does mean 
that before we can see Jesus, we must ourselves 
be essentially kind; and the things I have named 
never emanate from a kind soul. 

We read to-day the story of the first person 
who saw Jesus—his mother. We must have 
something in our nature that is like Mary, that 
is like any mother, before we can see Jesus. We 
read the story of the tender little Jewish woman 
travelling all the way from Nazareth because 
Cesar had given out his imperial edict that the 
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world should be taxed, meekly obeying, heavy 
with child, riding on an ass into white-walled 
Bethlehem toward the end of the day, exceed- 
ingly weary, probably very hungry, and with 
the wonderful secret under her heart. No artist 
will ever paint it, though many artists have 
tried. No poet has ever sung it, though many 
poets have tried. . . . Riding into Bethlehem 
with the mighty secret of humanity under her 
heart. 

There must be something of the tenderness of 
a woman’s heart in every follower of Jesus. In 
some mysterious, wonderful way the gift of God 
came through the tenderness of a mother’s 
heart. The heart of a woman in all ages has been 
the sacrament of tenderness. 

We see the heart of woman in the mother bird 
that will die to save her young. We see the heart 
of woman wherever there are at work the crea- 
tive processes of nature. There is something in 
nature that is womanly and tender. There is 
something in all creative men and women that 
is womanly and tender. Creative people are in- 
variably like that. Accumulative people are the 
opposite. They have a coldness, a hardness, that 
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rules out the mystery of which we are speaking 
—the mystery of seeing Jesus in our own right. 
There are many men and women in the world to 
whom Jesus is an enigma, an impossibility, be- 
cause they have cold, unawakened hearts. Until 
our hearts are warmed and awakened, we shall 
not see Jesus. The vision will not come by any 
miracle except that of the awakened heart. Only 
as we are kind, as we are softened and tender 
toward humanity, can we see Jesus. 

A woman first saw Jesus. What an experi- 
ence, when, through the glazed eyes of her pain, 
she saw the ineffable face which all Christians 
have seen. Some people see Jesus only that way. 
There are men and women who are incapable of 
seeing Jesus through a church. I am not de- 
manding that they should see him as we see 
him. I am only saying that we must see him if 
we would be saved, and we cannot see him un- 
less we have the means by which the vision of 
him is possible. There are women, and men, too, 
who know Jesus through their love of their chil- 
dren, and it is a beautiful way to know Jesus. 
No love can ever be wasted. No one can have a 


kindly thought and miss the Master. 
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He shows himself in divers ways. 'To Mary in 
the garden he was a gardener, but to Peter in 
the boat he was a fisherman on the shore stand- 
ing above a little fire. According to our terms, 
according to our personality, according to our 
heart’s desire, he comes and is seen, but only 
through the loving, the tender, and the gentle 
heart. 


[ 13 ] 


ITI 


BEHOLD THE LAMB OF GOD 
John 1: 29-32 


WE deceive ourselves in the matter of seeing 
Jesus. We go to church and we see him in the 
service that we like, in the form of the service 
to which we are accustomed, in the preacher who 
happens to appeal to us for the moment because 
we are in sympathy with his doctrine. But that 
is not seeing Jesus. Few people in the Church 
have ever seen Jesus, because they will not see 
him through the lens of a tender heart. 

Mr. Wells was right in his Outline of His- 
tory when he called attention to the fact that 
the Church substituted theology for kindness 
because theology is easier than kindness. Have 
you been kind? Are you sure that you know 
what kindness means? Are you kind in your 
general attitude to life? It is easy, as Jesus him- 
self pointed out, to be kind to your relatives and 
friends, but he called for more than that. Be- 
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cause he called for more than that, I take my 
stand upon what he said. Peter was willing to be 
kind seven times with his brother, but Jesus 
called for seventy times seven. 

I am not here as the accuser. I am here with 
you as the humble learner and beginner. The 
longer I live the more do I realize what a be- 
ginner in Christianity I am; how little of it I 
have really learned; what a small amount of 
Jesus occupies my life from day to day. My life 
is occupied mainly in the things that pertain to 
me and those in whom I am particularly inter- 
ested. But to be fully occupied as Jesus was oc- 
cupied in our Father’s business, I have not yet 
attained. I say with Paul, “Brethren, I count 
not myself to have apprehended: but this one 
thing Ido. . . .” One thing! He was wise, be- 
cause it is wise to forget our blunders, our mis- 
takes, our failures. If we would succeed with 
Jesus, we must shut the door on yesterday. We 
must try again. He is gentle, understanding, 
kind, and he knows the way of the human soul. 
Better than anybody who ever lived in this 
world, does he know what is in men. But none 
the less, the fact stands that we know Jesus 
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only when we are kind. The moment we are not, 
we have denied him; we have shut him out. 

The world is full of unkindness. With all our 
political scheming, we are not averting that — 
dreaded universal war, and when it comes, it 
will be unspeakable. Continents will be devas- 
tated, and it will be the measure of the accumu- 
lation of our unkindness. We ourselves are mak- 
ing that war because we are going on with our 
unkindness. As long as men and women are un- 
kind, there will be war. Of all sins, the greatest 
is the sin of being unkind; of all crimes, the 
most terrible is the crime of being unkind. 

To-day we face a new aspect of seeing Jesus. 
There is a discipline inevitable to the man who 
would have the open vision of Jesus in his 
beauty. Once we see him as he is, we shall be like 
him. It is because we do not fully see him that 
we are so unlike Jesus. It is because the Church 
does not see Jesus that the Church is so unlike 
him. 

In the nineteenth century there were two men 
prominent before the world. One was the Bishop 
of Oxford, Samuel Wilberforce, and the other 
was Thomas Huxley. We are all familiar with 
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the story of the tilt between Huxley and the 
Bishop of Oxford. There was a gathering of 
scientists and of religionists. Darwinism was 
being debated. Our own Draper, of whom we 
can never be too proud, was there and made his 
contribution. But the climax of that hour was 
when the brilliant Wilberforce turned and asked 
Mr. Huxley this question, which was supposed 
to settle the matter: “I should like to ask Pro- 
fessor Huxley if he is a descendant from the ape 
on \the side of his mother or of his father?” 
Everybody laughed. But Huxley turned to 
a friend, smiled, and said, ‘“The Lord hath de- 
livered him into my hands.” And the Lord had; 
for when it came Huxley’s turn, he answered 
Samuel of Oxford and said: “I am not inter- 
ested in that, but I am perplexed that a man 
with your gifts and learning and position should 
use cheap wit for the purpose of blurring the 
vision of men to see the truth.” And he sat down 
with an ovation from his audience, while Samuel 
of Oxford went white and hung his head. This 
is an instance of the futility of unkindness. The 
Bishop of Oxford lost his cause the moment he 
was unkind, the moment he was satirical. Hux- 
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ley was in earnest, passionately in earnest. With 
all his might he was seeking for the truth, and 
he won the day. 

There is a sternness of discipline necessary to 
the vision of Jesus, a discipline of living with 
ourselves. John the Baptist was such a man. He 
went away from his world discouraged. He 
could not accept it. He loathed it. He loved men 
and women but he loathed what they had be- 
come. He loathed conventionality, hypocrisy, 
the sham of the church of his day. He was the 
son of a priest and had a right to be ministering 
in the glory of the garments of the Jewish 
priesthood in the temple. But he ran away from 
it because, like Huxley, he was severely in ‘ear- 
nest. He wanted truth, and truth he was willing 
to pay for with loneliness, with hardship, with 
struggle, with temptation. 

All that is in seeing Jesus. One must have 
more than a kind heart. One must have a certain 
hardness of head. One must be able to stand up 
to thinking, to the thoughts of the day. One 
must not be a coward and run away from the 
facts of life. We do not find Jesus by taking an 
opiate or by climbing a tree to get away from 
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the crowd as Zaccheus did. We find him by com- 
ing down into the multitude again. We find him 
in the trivial round and the common task. In the 
daily discipline we come at last to see what John 
saw at the riverside—the Spirit of God descend- 
ing on humanity by way of a man! 

That is why we love Jesus. We make no fetish 
of the name. The reason why Jesus is so dear is 
because he answers the riddle of the universe. 
He makes us know there is God the Father. 
When we have seen Jesus, we begin to see God. 
When we have seen the great God-filled Brother, 
we know there is a God who fills men. Philip 
said, “Jesus, show us God. Show us the Father. 
Give us a demonstration to place beyond all pos- 
sibility of doubt the reality of God. Is there 
God? Is there One who loves us? Is there One 
who will take care of us after we die? Is there 
Something in the universe that is a beating 
Heart?” And Jesus answered with a smile, 
“Have I been so long time with you, and yet 
have you not known me, Philip? he that has 
seen me has seen the Father.” It is the God- 
filled Man who reveals the God that fills. 

We would see Jesus. But to see him we must 
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have the kind heart of Mary, and we must have 
the courage of John to behold in him, the Mas- 
ter, the Lamb of God ready to die to save the 
world from its sins. There must be something 
of the Lamb of God in us, as there was some- 
thing of the Lamb of God in John, before we 
can see Jesus as John saw him. 
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IV 


WHAT SEEK YE? 
John 7: 85-46 


YESTERDAY we ended upon the thought that 
we need more than tenderness to behold steadily 
the face of Jesus. We need also courage. Our 
theme was found in the story of John the Bap- 
tist’s witness to Jesus. 

How unlike John and Jesus were! Jesus has 
marked that unlikeness: “John came. neither 
eating nor drinking. The Son of man came 
eating and drinking.” John had run away from 
the world. Jesus ran into it. John distrusted the 
world. Jesus trusted it, died for it, and so has 
become the Lord of this world. But none the less 
there was in John a thing we need. John had a 
certain hardness that made it possible for him 
to live alone with his truth. We need hardness 
—not hardness against our brother, but the 
hardness of a warrior in mail, the hardness of 
the strong character that can endure life with- 
out whimpering. 
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Jesus seeks such to be his disciples. He will 
not have us emotional, however much emotions 
play their part in the life of the disciple. He 
will not have us sentimental, however much 
sentiment marks our devotion to him. He would 
have us steady for the truth that is in us. He 
would have us strong to be witnesses. His con- 
ception of salvation is service. Whomsoever he 
calls, he calls into action. He has a thing to do 
and he wants our help. In order to help him, we 
must have a hardness for service—the hardness 
of good muscles, the hardness of the steady hand 
and of the unfaltering eye, the hardness of the 
certain footstep that goes on and on and on 
where others fail and turn aside. 

To see Jesus we must accept the disciplines 
which he lays upon us. If you want to discipline 
yourself, try living the Sermon on the Mount 
for one day. Your back will ache before you are 
done. Your eyelids will droop before the twi- 
light comes. Your breath will shorten as you 
reach the top of the hill of the Beatitudes. 

At this particular hour in the preaching of 
Christ to young men and women, we should 
stress the romantic side of it. What is romance 
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but great labors done for great causes, and 
done gaily? The true romantic spirit is that of 
the crusader who ventures everything for the 
loveliness of his idea, of the knight of the old- 
time tourney who sets his lance and is ready for 
action at the sound of the trumpet, willing to 
splinter his lance, to hazard his shield, for the 
glory of the tourney and for the lift of his 
lady’s eye and her glove afterward, borne upon 
his helmet in token of her approval. Young peo- 
ple, do not be led into illusion concerning the 
romantic. Our age is self-conscious and dwells 
largely upon the realistic. But if we look over 
the lives of the great men and women who have 
lived here, we discover that they were great in 
proportion to the romantic in their souls. They 
dared their idea. They worked hard toward 
their goal. They kept themselves in, that they 
might have strength for the final struggle of 
victory. | 

There is hardness in Christianity, not the 
hardness of the critic or of the fault-finder, but 
hardness with ourselves, the hardness that looks 
in the mirror of truth, the mirror that tells us 
what we are—not to be morose, not to be intro- 


[ 23 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


spective, but to be fair-minded with ourselves 
and not delude ourselves. If you see that a cer- 
tain muscle is weak, do not be alarmed. That 
muscle needs exercise and Jesus will show you 
how to exercise it. If you find that your morality 
is not so stable as you thought it was, stop cry- 
ing about it. Begin his exercises and you will 
gain the only morality for which he cares—the 
pure in heart who see God, the lovers who are 
with him in his way. There is enough in your 
life from day to day to give you all the exercise 
that you need. 

When I read, as I do every year, the life of 
Paul in his letters, I am amazed at the hardness 
of the man. Think of the miles he travelled, of 
the loneliness he suffered, of the hardships he 
endured—all for his great idea. With what au- 
thority he speaks when he says, “Endure hard- 
ness.” My quarrel with many of my friends is 
that they are not hard toward their life. They 
wabble. They are always leaning on somebody. 
Lean on yourself. Throw your crutches away. 
Jesus has come to heal the halt and the maimed, 
as he has also come to give sight to the blind, 
hearing to the deaf, speech to the dumb. 
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John saw Jesus with a clear vision because he 
came out of the desert hard, simple, and true, 
and his was the honor of being the first to say, 
“Behold the Lamb of God.” Though Jesus 
afterward said, “The least in the kingdom of 
heaven is greater than John the Baptist,” he 
also said that John the Baptist was one of the 
greatest men who ever lived. He placed John 
with Abraham and Moses and Elijah. There 
must have been something singularly great in 
the man who could see Jesus first, and John has 
that glory. 

All brave men and women have a clearness of 
vision that makes the face of Jesus peculiarly 
distinct. We do not see him if our eyes are 
blinded by tears of self-pity. There is too much 
self-pity among the followers of the Master. 
I speak out of the experience of the years, try- 
ing to get men and women to stand on their 
own feet; though they have gone through the 
valley of death, they suddenly topple like rag 
dolls. That is not seeing Jesus. If you have seen 
him once, you will stand. 

We need hardness in our character, and the 
experiences through which we are passing at 
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this present moment make for hardness. We 
need more courage in Christianity. We have too 
many rag-doll Christians. We insult God when 
we whimper. We must always remember we are 
following a man who for the joy that was set 
before him endured the cross, despising the 
shame; who said, “In the world ye shall have 
tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have over- 
come the world.” There is a better place than 
this world. That better place he has prepared 
for us and wants to share with us. It is occupied 
by the men and women who in life have always 
been sincere and beautiful, brave and true. That 
place we shall one day have when we have won 
it, but we must live our life as they lived their 
lives. | 

To-day our thought concerns the men who 
were identified with John. The men who first 
saw Jesus had been disciplined by the kind of 
man John was. What rare humility is in the 
man who writes the story, John the Beloved Dis- 
ciple! He says that there were two men, that one 
of them was Andrew; but he says nothing about 
himself. In this, John the second was greater 


than John the first. John the first had hardness 
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but he lacked humility. John the second had 
hardness and humility. He had the thing Jesus 
had, the quality of losing himself entirely in the 
beauty of life and in the glory of its deed. 

And what a giver was Andrew! He was not 
like Peter, who afterward wanted to build three 
tabernacles in order to keep all the glory of the 
mountain of the Transfiguration for himself 
and James and John. Andrew, the moment he 
had a beautiful thing, wanted to share it with 
some one else. We must not only have humility 
in the seeing of Jesus, but we must have gen- 
erosity, the power to give, the spirit that wants 
to communicate the joy in the going forth. 
“Let me go and tell this to my brother Simon.” 
How, one by one, they seem to have caught that 
spirit of giving, of generosity, of service. Long 
afterward a man who was not at that riverside 
caught it all up in one sentence when he wrote 
his hymn of love. In it he described the love of 
Andrew, the love that was in the heart of John 
and the rest of the disciples: ‘‘Love seeketh not 
its own.” ‘The most terrible thing in human love 
is its tragical possessiveness, the desire to draw 
the circle around what we think is ours. We 
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shall never see Jesus with that kind of heart. We 
must be able to say, “We have left all to follow 
thee.” 

It is the right of every Christian to see Jesus 
personally, intimately. There are some people 
who are able to see with their eyes; we call them 
artists. Others see with their ears; we call them 
musicians. Others see with the tips of their fin- 
gers; we call them sculptors. Seeing is possess- 
ing first-hand information that leaves us forever 
certain, so that we can say, “I know that my 
redeemer liveth. Mine eyes have seen the King 
in his beauty.” For that, every sacrifice is noth- 
ing. To gain that is to gain eternity. Behold 
your King! 


[ 28 ] 


V 


A TRUE ISRAELITE 
John i: 47-51 


In my boyhood, I was aware of a conflict in 
myself between two things: the mystical and the 
historical sense of Jesus. Mystically I was aware 
that I knew him. How? I could not tell, any 
more than I can tell now why I am mystically 
aware of the person I call friend. I fall back 
upon Jesus’ test of mystical truth: “By their 
proofs, their results, ye shall know them.” One 
may know many people, and then out of the 
midst of them all, one comes and the whole world 
is changed. We cannot tell why. No one ever 
could; but it is none the less true. The real 
things in our life are the hardest to explain. 

There was also the historical Jesus, the Jesus 
I loved to read about in the Gospels. The Jesus 
of the Gospels was a man who lived centuries 
ago, died on a cross, was buried, left the tomb 


where they had placed his body, appeared to a 
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few; then one day disappeared, and since that 
time has revealed himself only through the sac- 
raments and the doctrines of the Church. I was 
strictly brought up to believe that there was a 
mystery in water when the sign of the cross was 
made on the brow of the baby or of the adult at 
the font; that there was a miracle that moment 
when the priest placed his hands on the bread at 
Communion time and said: ““This is my body.” 
My first Communion was one of fear and 
trembling. I was frightened. I was holding in 
my hands potent magic. Had not a duly or- 
dained priest said, “This is my body,” there 
would have been no potent magic in that little 
cube of bread. When it was placed in my hands, 
I trembled for fear I might drop it—it.was so 
holy, so wonderful. In some mysterious way, 
Jesus had returned to me by way of the sacra- 
ments. It was beautiful. I am not condemning 
it, but I am describing how I felt at my first 
Communion. I was frightened. I was meeting 
the historical Jesus through a liturgical act. 
After the service, still fearful and trembling, 
I went along a woodland path and came to 
where a few Mayflowers were growing. There 
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was the song of birds. There was a bit of blue 
sky. My heart was filled with ecstasy. I was 
meeting Jesus—meeting him in the song of 
birds, in the smell and color and delicacy of the 
Mayflowers. I was meeting my Master among 
the trees where he used to love to meditate. I 
was not afraid. I was at ease. I talked with him. 
I saw him. From that moment to this there has 
never been any fear in my heart about the 
Master. 

I can understand John, toward the end of his 
life, writing the Gospel that bears his name and 
putting the emphasis upon the mystery of 
Jesus, amplifying with an artistic imagination 
the most trivial happenings and even enlarging 
some of the simplest words of Jesus himself. 
This age will not fully see Jesus until we stand 
up to the facts of modern scholarship. We lose 
nothing by standing up to truth. We have 
everything to lose by running away from the 
Jesus of history. When we meet the Jesus of 
history, we discover that he is the same as the 
Jesus of mystery, the Jesus we know in spite of 
churches, in spite of preachers, in spite of peo- 
ple who call themselves Christians—the Jesus 
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we know in spite of the New Testament. Why 
do I say that? Because Jesus rose from the 
dead; because he made a promise, “Where two 
or three are gathered together in my spirit, my 
name, there am I in the midst of them.” 

When you conspire with a friend to do a 
beautiful deed, you may be sure Jesus is around. 
When in the midst of your temptation you say, 
“Tt is written, Man shall not live by bread 
alone, but by every word that proceedeth out of 
the mouth of God”; when you lay hold on your 
divine sonship and dismiss the devil and all his 
angels and the hell that goes with them, and be- 
come clean, simple, straight, honest, and good: 
you may be sure Jesus is around. He has always 
been at work from the moment he began at the 
riverside taking up the challenge of John, “Be- 
hold the Lamb of God,” to his last crooning cry 
on the cross, as of a little child overborne with 
the burden and the heat of the day, “It is fin- 
ished.”” We must believe that whatever is true 
of the Jesus of the Gospels and of the Epistles 
is true of the Jesus of our personal experience. 

Be on your guard against the intellectualis- 
ing of Jesus. We cannot help, of course, bring- 
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ing our thoughts into his presence. A Christ 
without a crown of thorns would not be a full 
Christ. Our thoughts are crowns of thorns. 
They are the encircling agonies of the mind 
about the problems which the centuries have 
raised concerning him. We cannot blame those 
centuries for their blunders. We must be as 
pitiful toward the past as we hope the future 
will be pitiful toward us, because we still make 
blunders. Ours is the age of lost opportunities. 
So many wonderful things could happen just 
now if all Christians could come together in the 
conspiracy for peace, in the conspiracy for the 
banishing of crime. It has taken the human race 
a long while to grow up. The human race is the 
son of God. His potential stature is as high as 
the heaven. He needs thousands of years yet 
before he will have attained the fulness of that 
stature. So we must always be sympathetic when 
we judge the past. But none the less we are vic- 
tims of faulty thinking about Jesus. 

When I realise what theological seminaries 
did to me—laid upon me a burden that was too 
great for my young shoulders and robbed me 
of that spontaneity with Jesus that I found in 
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a month of May in the woods—I could weep! 
They ironed out all my spontaneity and sim- 
plicity, and made me for years a hectic, heavy, 
laborious, debating, quarrelling dogmatiser. 
The people were hungry for bread, and I gave 
them the stones of old creedal controversies. 
Then my own spiritual sight was darkened, and 
I did things that were not worthy of a follower 
of the Master. What is true of me is true of 
every man who ever preached. We are all vic- 
tims of an intellectual yoke, and the sooner we 
get rid of that yoke, the freer shall we be as 
sons of God. 

How glorious Paul was that day when he 
wrote, “There is therefore now no condemnation 
to them which are in Christ Jesus. We are heirs 
of God, and joint heirs with Christ.” But some- 
thing happened: the fall of the Roman Empire, 
and for a while, in its place, the substitution of 
the chair of Peter for the chair of Cesar. The 
Church entered into the ways of the world. It 
began to make bread out of stones. It began 
to bow down before the kingdoms of the world. 
It failed in the great temptations of Jesus. It 
began to deny him. It held up a cross, but it 
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loved only the gold of which the cross was made. 
It did not love the great red heart that was 
broken for the sins of all the world. 

That is what happened and what has been 
happening ever since, because the plan of Christ 
is so high, so lofty, so beautiful. It is the plan 
of God. He has set before us perfection, and 
we are afraid of it: “Be perfect as your Father 
is perfect.” We do not believe we can be. We 
say, “Yes, you were, but we can’t be.” Jesus 
says, “You can, you must, be perfect.”’ The only 
way we can be perfect is to clear our vision and 
see him as he is. 

The man who wrote the story of Nathanael 
is the man who wrote the letter in answer to 
certain friends of his in Ephesus or somewhere 
near, who raised the question, ‘What will be the 
end of all this struggle? Why should we strug- 
gle? Why should we go on? Why should we not 
have a good time as the others are having?” 
“Beloved,” he said, “this is the reason. One day 
we shall be like him. But we shall never be like 
him until we see him as he is.” The artist, how- 
ever wonderful, cannot paint your picture un- 
less you sit for him. He must see you. He must 
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live with you. He must know you. He must be 
able to bring out the hidden things in order to 
put them on the canvas. ... We must see 
Jesus. 

The purpose of these Lenten talks is to show 
how we can see Jesus: first, with a mother’s 
heart, with the heart of love, the heart of tender- 
ness; second, with the fine hardness of John 
standing up to life; third, with the power of 
service, of the men who, once they have caught 
the glory, begin to link their enthusiasm with 
action. 

To-day we have the reality behind the some- 
what marvellous story told by John. It was so 
simple. Jesus saw Nathanael coming and said, 
“Behold an Israelite.” Why? Because some- 
where in their lives they had met. Nathanael 
had not seen Jesus, but Jesus had seen Na- 
thanael. He had seen Nathanael under his tree 
praying. He had seen the real Nathanael, and 
because he had seen him, there was a contact 
established. Jesus always sees us first, before 
we see him. He sees us when we are at our best, 
though we may not be aware of it. He knows 
us for our best, not for our worst. He does not 
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care about our worst. He has been through that 
himself and understands it. He expects it. Do 
not bother about that. But do put the empha- 
sis always on your best. Remember that it is by 
way of your highest that you can come to see 
the King in his beauty. 
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FISHERS OF MEN 
Matthew iv : 18-22 


I can never read these words with an inward 
calm. I am always stirred by the memory of 
boyhood moments with the Bible, when the eyes 
were clear, when the mind was untroubled by 
thoughts, when the intuition of my soul toward 
God was pouring as smoothly as a brook toward 
the sea. From that time until now, I have the 
same feeling of the quality of the new and the 
unchanging in the story of Jesus, however much 
we may try to make it over by our thinking and 
interpretation, our pathetic quarrelling among 
ourselves—as though anybody, either individ- 
ually or collectively, in the Church could pre- 
sume to say, “I have the only explanation.” 

Always through the ages will every church 
have over its door but one inscription, “We 
would see Jesus”; always over the activities of 
the world, as the world goes on from century to 


[ 38 ] 


FISHERS OF MEN 


century, will the same legend be seen in letters 
of flame, ‘““We would see Jesus,” because there 
is something of Jesus in every man. The some- 
thing of Jesus that is in every man is divine, 
and the divine in every man is a son of God. 
The son of God in us is the concealed Christ 
which occasionally manifests itself in beautiful 
ways. Christianity, with all its defects, has con- 
tinued to live because there have been brilliant 
flashes through the hours of those years since 
the Master said, ‘‘Go into all the world,” from 
the souls of those who have seen him or who 
would see him. 

The secret of any powerful life is the vision 
of the Master. I would make that statement as 
broad as the earth and as long as the sea. I 
have met the vision of the Master in men of a 
dark skin, born under another sky and nurtured 
in an older religion, the religion of Brahma and 
the religion of Buddha. I have heard in them the 
same strong crying of the soul for the full-orbed 
likeness of itself. We should not be so eager to 
see Jesus were it not for the fact that he brings 
to us our picture. He shows us what we shall 
be. He encourages us to believe that this planet 


[ 39 | 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


has a meaning, that all the difficulties in it are 
but challenges to the undeveloped soul to be- 
come the beauty of the soul of Jesus. 

When I come to this beautiful story of the 
call of the disciples, I see the way of Jesus 
through the world—intimate, natural, quiet. 
We are best prepared to see him when we are 
devoted to our tasks. Some say that we overdo 
the word service in this country, and there is a 
certain truth in that observation. We may make 
an idolatrous use of a word, and we can become 
so serviceable as to be merely machines. There 
is an aspect of service which is purely mecha- 
nistic. We do not want to be just mechanical, 
doing monotonously from day to day one thing. 
Our conception of service is creation. We would 
serve by being creative, by turning the forces 
of our life into beauty and goodness, power and 
use. 

Wherever souls have seen the Master clearly, 
they have seen him through service. It is impos- 
sible to see Jesus when we are idle, impossible to 
be aware of him when we are taken up with 
ourselves. No man sees Jesus who is calling for 
pity, who is making loud lamentation in order 
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to receive attention. That is the one fact on 
which we must always stand where he is con- 
cerned, the fact that relates us to the thought 
of last week, when we meditated together upon 
hardness as a necessary quality of the clear 
vision of the Master. John came out of the des- 
ert hardened through service, through consecra- 
tion, not asking for benefits, not asking for 
helps, but sincere in his flaming desire for truth. 

These simple men at the lakeside will always 
be our challengers. They were absorbed in their 
tasks. Peter was a married man. He had a wife 
and children to support, a house to keep up. He 
was devoted, losing himself in his deed. Andrew 
was with him helping. In the midst of their ab- 
sorption, Jesus went walking by and they heard 
him calling, ‘Come, Peter; come, Andrew.” The 
nets dropped on the shining sands, and they fol- 
lowed . . . into immortality. Oh, into what won- 
derful adventure did Andrew and Peter follow 
Jesus ! 

A little later, two young men were at work in 
a boat, mending nets with their father—under 
the discipline of a father, not idling around as 
so many of our young men are doing to-day, 
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but having definite tasks. One reason why there 
is so much infidelity among our youth is because 
they are unoccupied; they are too absorbed in 
their pleasures. We have spoiled them; we have 
robbed them of their right to see Jesus. He can 
only be found as we are at work, as we are de- 
voted. Losing ourselves, we find ourselves in him 
and through him. There is no other way. 

Let us turn that thought over into our life 
and see how it works out. It is no impertinence 
of a pulpit when I put the question directly to 
you, because I am with you when I raise the 
question; I am hearing it for myself also: Do 
you see Jesus clearly? Is there any doubt in 
your mind about Jesus? How lustily we sing 
the beautiful old hymn, “Crown Him Lord of 
All,” particularly the one verse I can never 
sing without wanting to cry: 


“Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall, 
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all!’ 
Have you seen Jesus in a great forgiveness? 
Do you know forgiveness? Forgiveness is some- 
thing more than release from the fear of the 
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consequences of your sin. There is no conse- 
quence of sin of which we have to be afraid, save 
one that has been stated for us in a blazing line 
of the New Testament: “Alienated from the life 
of God.” The one terrible thing about any sin 
is that, for the time being, it alienates us as 
sons from our Father. The reason why we are 
grateful for forgiveness is because sin shuts God 
out and forgiveness brings God back. Sin is 
hate, and God is love. Everything that is sinful 
las hate in it. There is malice in every act of 
sin. There is destruction in every wrong thing 
we do or say or think. 

Have you seen Jesus in full forgiveness? 
Have you been brought back to the sense of the 
reality of God so that you need read no books 
to prove His existence, so that you need hear no 
sermons to strengthen your mind in the matter, 
so that you can go out into the ways of the 
world and hear much argument between doctor 
and saint and be unmoved because you know 
you have seen God yourself? That is the infor- 
mation which we can receive concerning God. 
He is a personal experience through the cleans- 
ing of our soul by contact with a Redeemer— 
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Jesus in the great forgiveness, the reassurance, 
“Neither do I condemn thee. I understand, I 
understand. I was tempted. I know the struggle. 
I know how hard it is to stand in the day, in 
the hour, of triumph. I have walked all that 
way, my friend. Go and sin no more.” 

To see Jesus in the great forgiveness, one 
must be busy at forgiving. Be yourself a for- 
giver and you will know forgiveness. That is 
why Jesus said, ‘When ye pray, say, Forgive 
us our trespasses as we forgive those who tres- 
pass against us.” Life is rich with opportunity 
for forgiveness. The very imperfection of our 
friends, the very inconsistency of ourselves, 
conspire to make us rich in the experience of the 
joy of forgiving. To be greatly forgiving is to 
be greatly forgiven. There is a huge task before 
us all, in our world. We find it in our homes, 
among the friends we meet, among the people 
we know. We will find it everywhere in the 
world. We are called by our Master this day for 
the forgiveness of sins. As we forgive, will our 
sins disappear. . . . Sin cannot live after the 
thrust of a cross! 
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A MOUNTAIN TRAIL 
Matthew v: 1, 2 


To-pay we begin with the Sermon on the 
Mount. It came shortly after the call of the 
disciples and was given to them. It was not 
given to the multitude. It was not meant for 
the multitude. The world rightly says, “It is 
beyond the power of our daily practice. We 
cannot conduct politics, business, society, upon 
the plan of the Sermon on the Mount.” The 
world is wise. It cannot, and the mistake that 
many have made is in the assumption that 
Jesus uttered it for the rank and file of peo- 
ple. The Sermon on the Mount is a discipline 
toward discipleship. If we want to see Jesus, 
we must climb the hill of the Beatitudes with 
him. 

We shall not climb it in an hour. We shall be 
climbing it all our life. Some have gained the 
top, and in gaining it, revealed that they were 
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seeing as Jesus saw. We naturally think of St. 
Francis as one who climbed the mountain of the 
Sermon and saw with Jesus this world as God 
sees it. In order to climb the mountain, St. 
Francis gave up wealth, society, its pleasures 
and its ambitions, but he won to the top. 

We are not asked to climb the mountain; but 
if we would see Jesus, we must. There is no 
other way. In some other life, either on this 
planet or elsewhere, we may climb the moun- 
tain and gain the vision. If we will, we need not 
spend our hours now on that steep ascent; but 
if we want to see Jesus, we must climb the moun- 
tain, and the climbing is hard. Peter climbed it, 
and he lives. James, John, Andrew, Nathanael, 
climbed it, and they live. Judas failed to climb 
it, and he lives only ignobly, as the example of 
the man who starts out to be a disciple of Jesus 
and quits because he cannot breathe the air of 
that altitude; it is too hard, too piercing, and 
the way too difficult. 

There are people who think they can see 
Jesus by a subterfuge. I would speak kindly 
and tenderly of them, because I used to think 
that way, too: that all one had to do was to be 
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a devoted churchman, was to do the requisite 
good works in the calendar of conduct com- 
mended by Christianity through the ages; that 
in order to see Jesus, one must be a frequent 
visitor at his altar; that if one kept Lent de- 
voutly, observed all the fast days and feast days, 
and went to Communion regularly, one would 
see him. 

That is not true. Christianity is proof of this 
statement. If regularity of ecclesiastical con- 
duct gave to the disciple the clear vision of 
Jesus, what a mighty power Christianity would 
have been down through the ages! Why is Chris- 
tianity sundered now? Why is the Church so 
impotent? Because it is putting the emphasis on 
the lesser things. It is not climbing the hill of 
the Master’s vision. The Church is still made up 
of too many scheming, ambitious ecclesiastics, 
of too many narrow-minded, arrogant men and 
women, who refuse to listen to anything that 
sounds like a rebuke, to make possible the clear 
vision of the occasional ones who have stood 
with Jesus where he stood when he said, 


“Blessed are the poor: 
Blessed are they that mourn: 
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Blessed are the meek: 

Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness: 

Blessed are the merciful: 

Blessed are the pure in heart: 

Blessed are the peacemakers: 

Blessed are they which are persecuted for right- 
eousness’ sake: 

Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and 
persecute you, and shall say all manner of evil 
against you falsely, for my sake. 

Rejoice, and be exceeding glad: for great is your 
reward in heaven: for so persecuted they the prophets 
which were before you.” 


I believe that the Sermon on the Mount is 
the only sermon; that the Sermon on the Mount 
is the only creed; that the Sermon on the Mount 
is the only gate to salvation—and salvation is 
seeing Jesus. Salvation is not going to heaven 
when you die. What would you do in heaven if 
you were not like Jesus? You would not be 
happy in the presence of such spiritual aristo- 
crats as St. Francis and St. Joan. If you would 
be in that shining multitude, you must go all 
the way of the Sermon on the Mount. I have 
been through the other experiences, and I speak 
of what I know. With the blessed St. Paul I am 
only able to say, “I count myself not yet to 
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have gained the top; but one thing I do, forget- 
ting what lies behind me, I press toward the 
top, the prize, our high calling in Christ Jesus.” 

To see Jesus, we must live in this world as he 
lived in it. We must meet men and women as 
tenderly as he met them. What do you get from 
your contact with men and women? Do you not 
get disappointment? Do you not discover that 
most people are rather small; that most people 
are exceedingly selfish; that even your dearest 
and your best are full of petty foibles; and that 
even the highest of the people you meet are 
rather blind? It is almost impossible to talk to 
one friend of another friend without having 
your counsel and your understanding darkened 
concerning that other friend by the one with 
whom you have talked. 'To be able to gather the 
light that was in Jesus’ soul, so that we really 
know what is in men in spite of their masquer- 
ades and their weaknesses, calls for discipline 
and effort. 

First of all, we must be prepared to be lonely. 
It is a way of sorrow. I am painting the dark 
part of the picture deliberately, in order that 
the light of it may come at the end of this morn- 


[ 49 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


ing’s meditation. But it is not easy, because we 
ourselves are so undeveloped. There is so much 
conceit, so much envy and smallness, so much 
of possessive loving, in us all. There is a ma- 
liciousness in us that defaces whatever we touch. 
We find, as we grow older, that life is increas- 
ingly lonely. It is not easy even to be a friend 
with another person. The moment you give 
yourself in friendship, prepare yourself for 
thorns and nails. He will wound you, as you will 
wound him. Do not forget that. You will wound 
him as much as he will wound you. The reason 
is that we are all selfish, we are all little chil- 
dren. We do not see clearly. We do not under- 
stand much. We are barely walking. Most of us 
are still little children, crawling on the floor. 
But there is growth in climbing, in the ac- 
ceptance of the challenge of Jesus, “Friend, 
come up higher.” He is eager for that time 
when he can sit down with us and share what he 
knows. That is a great moment when Jesus calls 
us disciple. That moment may be now. Why 
not? Is it not better for us to understand that 
the course is difficult before we start it? No man 


who puts his hand to the plough and looks back, 
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is worthy of the kingdom. It is better for us to 
be sure that we are willing to drive the furrow 
straight down the field before we put our hand 
to the plough. It is better for us to remember 
that ploughing is a lonely, hard task, and that 
in order to drive the furrow straight, we must 
look down the field. The good farmer keeps his 
eye down the field, and his furrow is straight. 
If you think of yourself, the furrow will be 
crooked. If you spend any time upon your own 
affairs, it will not go as it ought to go. Keep 
your hands on the handles and your eyes on the 
mark. Plough steadily from day to day toward 
him who is your soul’s desire, and the furrow 
will be straight. The Sower will come after you 
throwing in the seed—the beautiful seed of the 
results of your life, the life that is in you shin- 
ing unto all men, you becoming an inspiration 
to other men and women, becoming a new force 
in life, making men and women the better for 
knowing you, making the lonely suddenly glad 
—you with the power of being a master, too. 
The disciple is a candidate for Christhood. 
The disciple believes that one day he will do it 


as Jesus does it, that the wisdom that is in Jesus 
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will be in himself. He seeks it. “Where do you 
dwell?” the disciple says at the beginning, as 
two of them did. The Master answers, “Come 
and see.” He dwells on the mountain of the 
Beatitudes. He dwells in the place of the vic- 
tory of those who are understanding and kind, 
who have not been afraid of life, who have seen 
it through, who have asked nothing for them- 
selves, who have come to that moment when they 
could say with Peter outside the synagogue of 
Capernaum, “T’o whom shall we go? Thou alone 
hast the words of eternal life.”? Or with him, on 
another occasion, “Lord, we have left all and 
followed thee, because all that we want is in thee. 
We will never be satisfied until we see thee as 
thou art.” | 

Jesus sat on the mountain and gathered his 
disciples about him, and said, “Blessed .. . 
blessed. . . .” May we be numbered among 
them by the courage and the sweetness and the 
simplicity of our life here—now! 
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GLORY OF MEN 
Matthew vi: 2-8 


TuereE are two classes of men and women who 
are drawn to the Master. The first are the halt, 
the blind, the dumb, the sick, the sorrowing, and 
the sad. He is for them and they are called to 
him. The other class are strong, are working, 
and are called because they are workers. These 
are his disciples. 

Christianity is discipleship. It is not church- 
manship. It is not loyalty to a conventional 
creed or code. Christianity is a discipleship un- 
der the direct care of a Master who has a se- 
cret to impart and a power to evoke. Once we 
are clear in our thinking about that, we shall 
never have any trouble understanding the lan- 
guage of Jesus. There are many sayings of his 
in the New Testament that belong to the halt, 
the maimed, and the blind, but do not belong to 
his disciples. His disciples are they who want 
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to heal the halt, the maimed, and the blind. His 
disciples are they who want to work with him 
in his vineyard. His disciples are they who want 
to know not only the resurrection, but the power 
of the resurrection. 

These meditations are addressed to disciples. 
I promise no comfort for the halt and the 
maimed and the blind. There is comfort, but I 
am talking to those who want to go out and 
make men and women better, to those who want. 
to be healers, helpers, and saviours, to those who 
are willing to include Golgothas as well as 
Gethsemanes in their path. I am talking to the 
companions of the lonely road. In order to be 
a disciple of Jesus, in order to be a Christian, 
one must take the lonely road. 

You may be a churchman, and not be a Chris- 
tian. You may take Communion regularly and 
find help in it. You may go to the services of 
the Church constantly and find that you are 
gaining power to walk without crutches. But 
that does not make you a disciple. The disciple 
is one who says, “Speak; I have heard. Send me. 
Mine eyes have seen the King, the Lord of 
Hosts.” 
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Yesterday we discovered that the reason why 
the Sermon on the Mount sounds hard to most 
people is because it is not meant for them. You 
might say, “You are constituting a spiritual 
aristocracy.” I answer, “Why not? We are to 
be kings and priests in the kingdom of our God. 
We are to sit on twelve thrones judging the 
tribes of the world. The dead in Christ shall 
first arise and meet the Lord in the air, and the 
trumpet of the angel is sounding. We are to 
ascend in this age and see him as he is.” 

That is how I answer the people who bring 
me their arguments in defense of capital pun- 
ishment, of war. I meet them always by saying, 
“Of course, you believe in those things and you 
will go on believing in those things until you 
have seen Jesus. But you cannot see Jesus and 
continue to believe in capital punishment. You 
cannot see Jesus and continue to believe in war.”’ 
That may sound dogmatic, but it is the dog- 
matism of the Master himself. 

How kind and understanding he was in the 
presence of Pilate. He understood Pilate. He 
did not blame Pilate. He does not blame the 
Pilates of the world. He does not blame the 


[ 55 | 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


Cesars of the world. He says, “Render to 
Cesar what is Cesar’s, but I ask you, my dis- 
ciples, to render to God what is God’s. Your 
soul is God’s, and I have claimed it in His 
name.” Profoundly tender he was as he stood 
before Pilate, understanding him, not in any 
sense of the word rebuking him, but explaining 
himself and his followers, trying to show Pilate 
the difference between Cesar and himself. “My 
kingdom, Pilate, 1s not of this world. It is not 
after the ordinance and manner of men. If it 
were, my servants would fight like the servants 
of Cesar; they would hate, they would bicker 
and debate and snarl and gnash with their teeth 
like the servants of Cesar. But my kingdom is 
the kingdom of love, the kingdom of the suf- 
fering servant, the kingdom of the Lamb of 
God, the kingdom of the meek who one day shall 
inherit the earth, of the pure in heart, of the 
poor who own nothing, in the sense that worldly 
possessions mean nothing to them save service.” 

I know of an exceedingly wealthy woman who 
is as close to Jesus as any soul I have met. She 
was born into great wealth and the privileges of 
a high estate, with all the opportunity for cul- 
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ture, and she shows culture in every movement 
of her gracious head. Yet she is as simple as a 
little child. I said to her once, “I am profoundly 
impressed with the fact that you have learned 
how to go through the needle’s eye with all your 
money on your back. You are such an unspoiled 
child in Jesus.” 

One may have millions, one may have high 
social estate, and be as simple-hearted as a lit- 
tle child. One may be a beggar at the roadside, 
stripped bare of money and possessions, and be 
the most arrogant, selfish person in the world. 
We make too much of the trappings of circum- 
stance. Jesus never touched that. What he 
meant always was our attitude to life. “The 
Son of man,” he said, “hath not where to lay 
his head.” He was not complaining. There is 
nothing doleful about that. It is a chant. He is 
proud of it. Every place is his home where he 
lays his head. He has made the world his by 
giving himself to the world, and wherever he is, 
he is under his Father’s care. 

To be a disciple of Jesus, one must climb the 
hill of the Beatitudes. One wrote me this morn- 
ing, “Are you lonely?” No, I am not lonely. 
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I am only lonely when I am away from God, 
and sometimes I am away from God. J am never 
alone when I walk with Christ, but sometimes I 
do not walk with Christ. But I am climbing that 
hill, and I mean one day to see him as he is. 
When life has purified me, I shall see him. But 
meanwhile I climb, and as I climb, I have power, 
and so have you. I am speaking to candidates, 
to men and women who want to be the compan- 
ions of the Master, who want to be able to re- 
veal to the world the power that will save it. 

I have read this morning something further 
from the Sermon on the Mount. I lke Mat- 
thew’s order better than that of the other Gos- 
pels. I think that the Lord’s Prayer belongs at 
the very top of the hill of the Beatitudes. Else- 
where we are told that some of the disciples 
said to him, “Teach us how to pray,” as though 
it were in another part of Galilee or Judea, but 
here Matthew brings the Lord’s Prayer at the 
end of the climb to the hill of the Beatitudes. 

Jesus has prepared us for that prayer by say- 
ing, “Do not be beguiled by many words, by 
many rituals.” He belonged to an age of many 
words. Prayers were written on bits of vellum 
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and bound between the eyes of the worshipper 
in a phylactery. When Jesus moved among men, 
he shocked them because of his blithe disregard 
of all their taboos. If you look through the 
Talmud, you will be amazed at the number of 
taboos in the religion of the Jews in Jesus’ 
day. They were ritualists in the extreme sense of 
the word. I do not mean to observe anything 
against other forms of service. I have in my bed- 
room a rosary which I bought for five cents in 
the room where Joan of Arc was born, and which 
I dipped in the font where she used to dip her 
fingers when she entered to pray. I could be as 
ritualistic as any one in the world, providing 
that there were no taboo in the ritualism. Be as 
beautiful and as dramatic as you like in your 
approach to the Infinite. Let our services be as 
lovely as we can make them, but let us always 
be on our guard against the peril of putting the 
emphasis upon a certain attitude. We must al- 
ways do this thing at a certain time. When the 
bell strikes, we genuflect. When we pass the 
altar, we must always bend the head. There is 
something good in that. Why should we not 
genuflect before an altar? But, then, why should 
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we not genuflect before a rose? Bow down be- 
fore all beauty, before all mystery. Be reverent 
in the presence of all the mystery of life, but do 
not be bound. That was the teaching of Jesus. 
But the Jews were bound, and many people 
in the religion of Jesus to-day are bound by 
rituals. The result is that they do not release the 
power of discipleship. The churches are cold and 
the quality of grace is lacking in the worship- 
pers. We must be free in our prayer. There 
must be nothing of self-consciousness in our 
praying. After all, the real prayer is the soul’s 
intention. ‘‘What dost thou seek? What is it that 
thou seekest of me?’’ Our prayers are valued by 
the nature of our heart’s desire. The real pray- 
ing man or woman is the one who wants the most 
of God—and the most of God that we can get 
is Jesus. All prayer should end in Jesus. All 
prayer to the Father should be, “Make me like 
the Master. Teach me to live the way he lived. 
Give me the secret of Thy Beloved One. Let me 
be the healer, the helper. The world is so lonely 
and so hungry. Send me forth as Thou didst 
send Jesus, to feed the world and to comfort it 


in its loneliness. Even if a cross is necessary, I 
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kiss it and love it. I falter in no wise from the 
way he walked.” Pray in secret, and let the se- 
cret of your prayer be the secret of Jesus’ 
prayer. The secret of Jesus’ prayer was that he 
might be a Saviour. Pray that you may be a 
saviour, a Christ. 

So we have the Lord’s Prayer, which gathers 
together in a few words the intention of Jesus’ 
soul while he was on earth. He gives us his 
secret. What he wanted most was the fulfilment 
of God’s will on this planet. We must want 
God’s will done on this planet. We must want it 
to the extent of the cross, to the extent of being 
lonely in that sense and only in that sense. I do 
not mean abnormal loneliness, morbid loneliness, 
the loneliness of self-pity, fear, and weeping. I 
mean the loneliness of Lindbergh flying into im- 
mortality, the loneliness of our ideal, and the 
courage that goes with it, that enables us to go 
on without praise, until we have gained our 
goal. 

“After this manner therefore pray, Thy 
kingdom come.” What kind of kingdom? The 
kingdom that Jesus described when he said to 
Pilate, “If my kingdom were of this world, my 
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servants would fight.” We must work for inter- 
national peace. Let us give up this twittering 
about words. There is no doubt whatsoever that 
Jesus is against war, and the churches must 
say, “War, stop!” If there is genuine disciple- 
ship in Christianity, war will end. 

The same is true of capital punishment. Any- 
thing that is of the nature of force with the ob- 
ject of benefaction, must be excommunicated. 
All the argument in the world cannot gainsay 
the fact that prohibition, war, capital punish- 
ment, are contrary to the Master’s way. 

Be you yourself perfect, and the other things 
will be added unto you. Let us seek the right- 
ness of God. Let us first of all make religion 
dynamic. Let us make Christianity vital, and 
America will be healed of intemperance, and the 
world will be cured of capital punishment and 
the crime of war. 

I shall continue the Lord’s Prayer to-morrow, 
but I would end with a lovely thing that was 
given me yesterday by a friend, from the pen of 
Corinne Farley, one of the mystics and saints of 
America: 


“Be with us, Lord, to-day, 
And set us free 


[ 62 | 


GLORY OF MEN 


From foolish bickerings, 

From cant and pettiness, the ugly things 
That keep us less 

Than Thou would’st have us be; 
Open our eyes that we may see 

The Vision Beautiful, 

And if we are enmeshed 

In dreary labyrinths of everyday, 
Grant us release, 

And give us peace, O Lord; 

An understanding sure and swift, 
The very precious gift 

Of loving insight. Help us to change 
The bread and butter of monotony 
Into soul-feeding hyacinths, 
Fragrant with service; and until we take 
The noblest, highest, truest way, 

Let us not rest content; 

And of our fellowship to-day 

Help us to make 

A joyous sacrament.” 


That is Christian discipleship. We ought to 
pray, feel, and live like that. That is what the 
Master meant. 
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AFTER THIS MANNER 
Matthew vi: 9-21 


IntrmaTE words, offered only to disciples! 
Disciples are they who are beginning to see 
Jesus, who do not see all of him yet, but love 
what they see and hunger and thirst for more. 
To the Christian, Jesus is the only heaven, the 
only joy, the only goal. Jesus is God in human 
action, God the fulfilment of all holy men and 
women, God keeping faith with all the ages of 
all religions of all men under the skies. When 
we look upon the face of Jesus, either as he is 
painted in the Gospels, the Epistles, or the writ- 
ings of the Fathers, or as he comes by way of 
the lives of the saints or of the great preachers 
or in the manifestations of him through the men 
and women we most admire, we can only say, 
“Whom have I in heaven but thee: and there is 
~ none upon earth that I desire in comparison of 
thee.” 
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It is, and will always be, my contention that 
seeing Jesus has nothing whatever to do with 
any theory of him. I concede the inevitableness 
of the theory; I grant that it is impossible to 
see Jesus without in some way having a mental 
reaction to what we have experienced. That is 
the reason why Christianity, through the ages, 
has made creeds about Jesus and builded theol- 
ogies concerning him. I have great respect for 
theology. I have the utmost admiration for the 
creeds. The Apostles’ and the Nicene Creeds 
are lovely things, but neither should be urged 
as a sine qua non of valid Christianity. Jesus is 
always above creeds, above churches. Churches 
are useful; creeds are useful. But the peculiar 
beauty of our present age is that we are be- 
ginning to see the vastness of Jesus to such an 
extent that we are not pressing our theologies 
quite so hard as we used to, are not insisting on 
the interpretation of the creeds so clamorously 
as was the custom of our fathers. 

Seeing Jesus is a mystical experience. Last 
week I referred to my first Communion, and de- 
scribed to you my fearfulness when the holy 
bread was placed in my hands. Verily, I tell you, 
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it burned my hands. I was frightened. And I 
did not see Jesus. It seemed to me that all of 
God was concentrated in the palm of my hand, 
and I was frightened. God was in the palm of 
my hand, and not in my heart. He was objecti- 
fied in that cube of bread of my mother’s baking, 
and of my father’s blessing as the priest before 
the altar. 

In all ages Christianity will be a personal 
witness. Regardless of what some people say 
about what should or should not be done in pul- 
pits, preaching must always be a personal wit- 
ness of Jesus. No preacher is worth his place 
in any pulpit who is not free, whenever he sees 
fit, to bear witness personally to his meeting his 
Master. It may be said, “If he is a real preacher, 
it will not be necessary for him to refer to these 
matters.”? I answer, “Churches will never live 
until we drop our cant about these things. We 
need to be much more simple and direct in our 
confessions of faith, and the real creed, in my 
humble opinion, is when some one says honestly 
and sincerely, ‘I, too, have seen Jesus, and I 
will tell you when.’ ” 

It is good to confer together upon these mat- 
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ters. Paul was fond of advising the congrega- 
tions he established, through his letters, after 
leaving them, to speak to one another, to com- 
fort one another concerning these matters. I 
have seen prayer meetings that were nothing 
more than a monotonous reiteration of phrases, 
but none the less I can believe that under the 
mighty Wesley, the primitive prayer meeting 
service must have been a wonderful thing. I have 
seen it in a Quaker meeting-house, when a trem- 
bling old man suddenly was stirred by the im- 
pulse of memory and in a quavering voice bore 
his witness. 

Jesus 1s always intimate and personal. Chris- 
tianity is intimate and personal. I think that 
the reason why religion at present is largely 
dead, in spite of our much noise to the contrary, 
is that we have made it too formal. The Prayer 
Book is too formal, too archaic. It does not live 
to us. It is over-Elizabethan. It is not twen- 
tieth-century devotion. We need the utmost 
freedom in our services. 

On the road through the woods, as I said last 
week, among the Mayflowers, I met Jesus in- 
timately and personally. It was the turning 
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point in my life—though sometimes I have lost 
the vision. That is the experience of every dis- 
ciple. Even the Wise Men did not always see 
the star that led to his cradle. The shepherds 
did not always hear the Gloria of the angels. 
The saints have not always been unfalteringly, 
unfailingly, saintly. The holiest and the highest 
of them have been ready to cry, 
“Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 
But yet in love He sought me, 


And on His shoulder gently laid, 
And home, rejoicing, brought me.” 


This morning I would speak more particu- 
larly of the Lord’s Prayer, which we began yes- 
terday. We found that it is the very top of 
the mountain of the Beatitudes; that when we 
come to the top of the mountain of the Beati- 
tudes, we enter into the heart of the Lord’s 
Prayer and then we know what prayer is. No 
man knows how to pray until he has climbed to 
the top of the hill of the Beatitudes. Prayer is 
a consummation of heroic action. Whoever 
thinks, acts, speaks, lives, like Jesus, will find 
him, whether he is in India, the child of another 
religion, or in New York and St. Bartholo- 
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mew’s at this hour. We must make this clear to 
this generation. It is the one argument of the 
prophets of this hour who see what Jesus saw 
so clearly in the first century: that only as we 
ourselves live the life, can we come to the under- 
standing of those things which pertain to the 
kingdom of God. 

Jesus first climbed the hill of the Beatitudes. 
He went up there alone and gained the top, 
which is the Lord’s Prayer, by himself. Then he 
came down into his world, and called his disci- 
ples. He called Peter, James, John, Andrew, 
Nathanael, and the others, and led them up, 
step by step, through all the ways of meekness 
and of purity, until he got them to the point 
where he could teach them how to pray. 

Nobody prays until he has learned, first, that 
God is his Father. If we approach God in any 
other spirit, we insult Him. If we address God 
as a King, we insult Him. That is not the way 
God wants to be approached. God wants to be 
approached by us as Jesus approached Him. 
God wants His sons and daughters to come near 
unto Him without fear and without trembling. 

The religion of Israel was dead because it 
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was insulting God. When I allow my imagina- 
tion to work, and think of what the temple must 
have been like at the hour of the sacrifice, my 
senses shrink. I hate the smell of blood, and 
however clean the priests may have been in the 
matter of their ablutions, the sanctuary must 
have been an awful place. No amount of ritual, 
no amount of beauty, could have disguised the 
fact that there was terror in the heart of the 
Israelite as he drew near to God. 

Jesus has withdrawn that terror. Many peo- 
ple who go to church are afraid of God. There 
is an immense amount of the fear of God in our 
Prayer Book—trembling before God. If we live 
as Jesus lived, we will discover that there 1s 
nothing in the world that need make us fearful. 
Go back to the Sermon on the Mount and see 
how Jesus brings the steps clearly before his 
disciples, so simple, so certain: “Ye are the salt 
of the earth. Ye are the light of the world. A 
city that is set on a hill cannot be hid.” Hear 
him also say these words, “Behold the fowls of 
the air: for they sow not, neither do they reap, 
nor gather into barns; yet your heavenly Father 
feedeth them. Are ye not much better than 
they?” 
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This new note of tenderness which entered 
into religion by way of Jesus, two thousand 
years of Christianity have not yet understood. 
The Jews could not understand it; so they hung 
him on a cross. To them that note of tenderness 
was a blasphemy, as to many it is still a blas- 
phemy. That is why I quarrel with Latin Chris- 
tianity. I have hosts of friends among them, and 
I know that it has produced some of the sweetest 
saints. None the less, the terrible thing about 
the Latin Church is that it is keeping alive the 
old fear of God, and most of its disciples are 
scared. They are afraid that when they die, they 
will go to hell and their only chance of getting 
past purgatory is to go to church and do what 
the priest tells them. The High Church move- 
ment, both in England and in the United States, 
is keeping the emphasis on the note of fear. 

One of my dearest friends, a college chum, 
yuoted Gladstone, who I think did more harm 
than good in Victorian England, as saying, “We 
have lost the sense of sin.” If we follow Jesus, 
we lose the sense of sin. If we have learned to 
say, “Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive 
those who trespass against us,” if we have un- 
derstanding of the priceless victory of Jesus 


[71 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


who died to save us from this sense of sin, then 
we will resist any form of Christianity that 
keeps alive this terror of damnation and this 
awfulness of sin. It does not live in the heart of 
God. 

I speak as a father who remembers the days 
when his children were little ones going to 
school, learning. They made blunders; they did 
not always obey, and they sometimes strayed 
away from school. Jesus remembered the times 
he blundered and strayed away from school. We 
have a Priest who is touched with our infirmities. 
He knows and understands. We have a victori- 
ous Champion in our midst who went all the way 
through the perils, climbed the mount of the 
Beatitudes, and at the top said, “Our Father.” 
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OUR FATHER 
Matthew wi: 9-15 


I recEIveD yesterday this question bearing 
on the week’s noontide meditations: 


“Your present Lenten subject makes me wish to ask 
a question, which I have long wondered about and 
which I have never heard a minister broach. As a 
student of Judge Troward, I have wondered wheather 
Jesus’ ‘Hallowed be Thy Name’ referred to the name 
‘I Am that I Am,’ going back, I believe, does it not, to 
Moses? It seems to mean a great deal to me to think 


3? 


so. 


My answer is, Yes and No. Without doubt 
God was to Jesus the Timeless, and without 
doubt the greatest name that has been found 
for God is the Eternal, because it reveals One 
who is conquering the limitations of what we 
call time and space. Yet, on the other hand, the 
God who is revealed in Christ is not eternal; He 
is in time and space. He is on the cross of a 

_ threefold dimension. As the artist limits him- 
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self to his canvas and his paint, so God has lim- 
ited Himself to a three-dimensional universe and 
is working from within. God is not omnipotent. 
His “I Am-ness” represents those aspects of 
Him which are reached at rare moments and 
for which we shall always be striving. The God 
who is closer than breathing and nearer than 
hands and feet, is the human Companion re- 
vealed in the Master Jesus. 

To-day we come to the Lord’s Prayer, which 
I propose to take up article by article. 

We have seen that, in order fully to possess 
the vision of Jesus, we must accept his dis- 
cipline. His discipline was that which he first 
of all imposed upon himself. Jesus found God 
by a certain way, and having found God by that 
way, gave it to his disciples. We are disciples, 
candidates for the full knowledge of God as 
Jesus gained it; for that relationship with God 
which Jesus possessed. We have not yet gained 
it, but we are pressing toward it as a mark, and 
in humility we listen this morning to what is the 
ultimate discipline of the disciple on the way to 
the full vision of the Master. 

Prayers are more than words, and the Lord’s 
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Prayer is more than a formula of devotion. It 
is a daily programme. No day can have God in 
it that does not begin with the sense of the re- 
lationship between ourselves and God as sons 
and a Father. However wrong yesterday was, 
however much we may have marred it, we must 
not allow the sense of yesterday’s failure to in- 
terfere with the joy of the awakening hour that 
is in the opening sentence of the Lord’s Prayer. 

The success of Jesus was in his ability to roll 
away the clouds that men had created before 
the face of God. We saw that cloud yesterday. 
It was misted from the smoking blood of sacri- 
ficial victims, from the tears of fearful peni- 
tents, from all the ways of the world and the 
horror that had crept into the heart of man 
concerning its exceeding sinfulness and the ter- 
rible purity and remoteness of God. 

Yesterday I turned aside for a while and was 
at pains to make a plea for a simpler liturgy 
and for a purer devotion. I am aware of the fact 
that that plea is hardly likely to be popular, 
even with this congregation. I study your faces 
while I talk with you, and as Jacob wrestled 
with God at Jabbok, I am wrestling every day 
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with you for the truth’s sake, because I have 
reached a definite conviction that theology and 
our prayer books and rituals have done seri- 
ous harm to us. We are in the way of being 
wounded by them, as the disciples of Jesus were 
wounded when they met him. This accounts for 
the joy that they had in him when they found 
he had power to heal those wounds. 

Let me give you an instance, the story of . 
Peter’s call. Jesus tells him to push his boat out 
into the deep and launch his net. There is a 
great catch of fish, and Peter sees in it the sym- 
bol of something unusual in Jesus. He realises 
that in a mysterious way, through Jesus, God 
has drawn very close to him, and instead of 
being glad about the catch, he says, “Go away! 
Go away! I am a sinful man!” The same thing 
happened in Gadara. Instead of being glad that 
a poor man with a legion of devils in his 
thoughts was released and made sane by the 
power of Jesus, the people of Gadara said to 
him, “Go away! Go away! You interfere with 
our business.” 

There has always been, and is still, a certain 
fearfulness in the human heart when it draws 
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near to God. Jesus demands of his disciples 
that they shall get rid of that fearfulness. 
One of the objects toward which I am con- 
stantly pressing, both in these intimate talks 
and in my sermons on Sundays, as well as in my 
conversations with people, is to make men see 
that “there is now no condemnation.” It is all 
past. Jesus has revealed God in tenderness. A 
clever university professor said to me not long 
ago, “Your Christ is too sweet.” I was tco polite 
to answer, “And yours too sour.” I held my 
tongue and spake nothing. 

The opening phrase of the Lord’s Prayer, 
“Our Father,” reveals the great discovery of 
Jesus, and touches the question raised yesterday 
by a friend. I doubt if Jesus had any meta- 
physic of God. He had a wonderful brain, and 
had thought his way through all the systems. of 
religion in his world. Though he probably lived 
most of his time in Galilee, he was conversant 
with what was going on in the world. With his 
profound genius for the ministry of religion 
and its problems, he came early in his life to 
throw aside the systems of thought which men 
had built up in their desire to reach God. 
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The Sermon on the Mount shows that. If you 
compare the Sermon on the Mount with the 
Apostles’ Creed, you will see the difference. 
When I say the Creed, I have to believe that 
Jesus suffered under Pontius Pilate. If any- 
thing should happen to prove that he did not 
suffer under Pontius Pilate, but under Cyrenius 
or anybody else, then my faith would go to 
pieces. 

But my faith can never be assailed by the 
Sermon on the Mount, because it is invincible. I 
know that the pure in heart see God, because 
I never see God except when my heart is pure. I 
know that the meek inherit the earth, because 
I never inherit anything when I am haughty or 
obstinate. I know my world too well. I know that 
the way to the human heart is meekness, sim- 
plicity. I know that there is blessedness in pov- 
erty, for I have been poor and I have lived 
among poor people. There is something winsome 
and sweet in poverty that is not found in wealth. 
Wealth is a great temptation. It is easier to 
enter the kingdom of God by the gate of pov- 
erty than by the gate of wealth. It was easier 
for our Puritan fathers to live near God than 
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it is for us, because society has become so com- 
plex. 

I am sure that Jesus had no theology—the- 
ology in the sense that we understand a system 
of thought. I wager my soul, because of my con- 
viction, that Jesus never laid down any condi- 
tions of an intellectual assent to his disciples. 
If any one came to him, the question that he 
raised was always the same. He always applied 
the principle of the Beatitudes to all those who 
sought to be his disciples. A man came to him 
one day and said, “Master, I want to be your 
disciple, but I have considerable affairs on my 
hands. Allow me first to settle them, and then I 
will be your disciple.” Jesus answered, “You 
cannot be my disciple that way. Go and do what 
you feel you ought to do. But do not pretend 
to be my disciple.” It is a difficult thing to face 
but it is undoubtedly true that to be a disciple 
of Jesus, God must come first in our thought. 
As with the lovely hymn that we sang to-day, it 
must always be true of the disciple, 

“New every morning is the love 

Our wakening and uprising prove; 


Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 
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“New mercies, each returning day, 
Hover around us while we pray; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 
New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven.” 


Jesus thought of God simply as the Father, 
and we must come to know God as our Father. 
The name that he hallows is not the name J 
Am; the name that he hallows is the name 
Father. In order to hallow the name Father, we 
must hallow the name son. We cannot call God 
Father unless we know we are His sons, and live 
accordingly. 

Because you are His son, you hallow His 
name. You start out upon your day with the in- 
tention of helping God establish His kingdom 
on earth. You believe that the will of God can 
be done anywhere in the universe. This planet 
is no longer separated from the other planets. 
All the universe of God is the heavenly universe. 
We are now in the kingdom of our Father. It 
has come. It has come to me. I have come to see 
that God is All in all; that all things work to- 
gether for good to those who love God; and I 
begin my day with a glad song of triumph. All 
my shadows pass away. I go forth into my 
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world, and I take up my poor aching body and 
say, “Be about your Father’s business.” 

The daily bread I ask for is not a material 
thing. The daily bread is the consciousness of 
my divine sonship. Give me again the full son- 
ship with Thee. If I can only carry the thought, 
“Yam Thy son,” through this day, the gates of 
hell shall not prevail against me. All the worries 
of the world will run away. You cannot hurt 
me—God’s son. My enemies who misunderstand 
me cannot harm me. All they who seek to do me 
evil shall be vanquished, because the mantle of 
my Father’s love is over me and His banner is 
above my head. 

Jesus learned all that. He learned it by an 
exceedingly dangerous and lonely life. The 
Lord’s Prayer, as I have said, is the very top 
of the hill of the Beatitudes. It is the plan of 
our daily exercise. The most difficult thing in 
that prayer is this sentence, which many peo- 
ple have tried to explain away—I shall not: 
“Lead us not into temptation.” Every son of 
God knows there are perils in the path, and 
every son of God knows that when he forgets 
God is his Father, he has gone into the valley 
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again. All the wrong things we do, all the 
foolish things we say, all the evil things we 
think, are when we have forgotten our daily 
bread, when we have cast it aside, when we have 
turned to stones in its stead. 

Jesus came to the knowledge of the Father- 
hood of God by a dangerous path. There are 
perils in the way. However much we may hate 
that which is unholy, and however much we may 
weep over the moments when we have gone 
wrong, none the less it is a negative thing. I 
cannot rise on stepping-stones of my dead selves 
if I keep remembering my mistakes. I must re- 
member my victories. If I can only remember 
that God is my Father, I will not do to-day what 
I did yesterday. Though I went to bed last 
night weeping and discontented with myself, let 
me arise this morning and thank God for the 
new day. This is my day. It is the bread that 
Thou givest me of opportunity as a son to live 
it beautifully. I will not hamper myself by the 
memory of the failures of yesterday. I will make 
to-day glorious. 

That is how Jesus became perfect. He had his 
bad days, his bad yesterdays. We have not a 
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high Priest who is not touched with the feeling 
of our infirmities. We have a glorious Champion 
who fought his way up to show us that it can 
be done. We must also fight our way up. We 
must not fight by remembering our wounds or 
the perils of yesterday’s battle-field. We must 
fight with our eyes on the moving flag and our 
ears attentive to the loud call of the victorious 
trumpets of the hosts of eternal life. We are 
among the victors. 

So we end, “Thine is the kingdom, and the 
power, and the glory, for ever and ever,” be- 
cause we have tasted it. Every time we conquer, 
every time we resist temptation, we know some- 
thing about the kingdom; we have gone back to 
it for a little while. 

Do not be discouraged. You cannot become a 
saint in a moment. All your life you may be 
struggling, and yet—and yet, there is always 
the possibility that you may be chosen in this 
life to enter into sainthood. The peril may sud- 
denly go. The danger may dwindle and fade, 
and the benediction may come to you as it came 
to Jesus. Seek it. Strive in spite of your fail- 
ures to be as perfect as your Father in heaven 
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is perfect. Let each day be the victorious march 
of the Lord’s Prayer. Be of good cheer, com- 
panions of the Master. He loves you, is proud 
of you. You have been greatly forgiven, and 
his grace is sufficient for you. I, your com- 
panion, who know these things, announce them 
to you at this hour with joy. 
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AT THE STRAIT GATE 
Matthew vii: 13-21 


THERE is a high austerity in these words. 
They reveal an austerity in the soul of the man 
who spoke them, the soul of a supreme critic of 
life, a man who had found life’s values and who 
described those values as the kingdom of God. 
To Jesus, the kingdom of God was not a resi- 
dence in a celestial place beyond the sky, but 
the living of a full life—a life that was rounded, 
that was dignified by purpose, that had the ac- 
cent of an authority of one who had chosen well 
and who had fought for his choice, who had 
come to a decision about life, having lived it, 
having noted it, having made some mistakes 
and having at last the courage to say to him- 
self, “In order to live fully, one must have with- 
in one’s self austerity. Strive to enter in at the 
strait gate.” 

It links us with the Lord’s Prayer, which we 
saw last week was more than a petition of words 
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—was a plan of a life lived, lived by the Master 
in a world like ours. Having lived it, he was 
able to describe it as a relationship of people 
who were proud of their conscious sonship with 
the Father and who would do nothing in life to 
misrepresent that divine sonship, nothing that 
was unworthy of that relationship. To Jesus the 
only sin was the sin of being undignified, be- 
cause when one is undignified, loose, one mis- 
represents one’s self. One ought never to wear 
motley who has the right to throw the royal 
purple of a prince over one’s shoulders. 

We must remember always that Jesus’ con- 
ception of life was in terms of a dignified sim- 
plicity. It was full of kindness, enthusiasm, 
generosity. But the life that Jesus described was 
remote. He knew his world. He was not speak- 
ing unkindly or unfairly when he said, “Beware 
of false prophets and of ravening wolves.” He 
was a patriot. He had been brought up in a 
small province and had seen his people suffer. 
Three miles from Nazareth, where he spent his 
boyhood, was glittering, white-walled Sepphoris, 
a Greek and pagan city, the centre of Herod, 
the tetrarch of his province. As Jesus in his 


[ 86 ] 


AT THE STRAIT GATE 


boyhood first drew near that city, he saw that 
it was made up of artificial men and women, 
men and women unawakened. 

While it is a glorious thing to find the Sleep- 
ing Beauty past the thorns and thickets which 
have terrified and destroyed other adventurers, 
it is a greater thing to awaken that beauty into 
living consciousness. Jesus was never satisfied 
with the sleeping beauty of the soul. He de- 
manded of the soul awakeness and awareness. 
All men and women are ravening wolves until 
they are awake. While the soul within them 
sleeps, they live on the animal plane. They are 
full of peril, full of evil. These are the ones who 
cause agony of life. We need invent no personal 
devil to account for the existence of evil. Evil 
is the nightmare of sleeping beauties. Evil is the 
_ condition created by men and women whose souls 
are still unawakened, who are living only on 
their physical and mental planes, mopping and 
mowing and calling that phantom existence 
reality. 

Jesus hated Sepphoris with his hot, boyish 
heart. When he went up to Jerusalem at the 
age of twelve, he saw Jerusalem made up of 
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men and women whose souls were unawakened 
—formalists in the temple who saw God only 
through ceremony, who never thought of asso- 
ciating the idea of God with themselves, of 
describing sacrifice in terms of personal con- 
secration to the life of God in the world, who 
went out of the temple as ugly and as evil as 
they entered it. He saw spiritual wickedness in 
high places, men and women glitteringly garbed, 
living in pomp, making much of themselves, 
looking contemptuously upon the real things in 
life, and setting up themselves as the critics and 
the standards and the judges of life. 

Jesus was a rebel against this falsehood and 
sham. He called his disciples into reality, and 
said, ‘Make no terms with these. Do not play 
into their hands. Strive to enter into reality by 
the gate of simplicity, which is a narrow gate.” 
In order to go through that gate, one must first 
of all strip one’s self bare of ambition. Nothing 
may be done for the applause of men. No work 
has value that is done always with the eye on 
the multitude and its possible plaudits. Sin- 
cerity in workmanship, the love of the thing in 
itself, is the narrow gate. It calls for high aus- 
terity to be content with a few things in life. 
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“Tf thou hast one friend, thou art rich,” said 
Jesus. “If out of the discord of the day, one 
song is true, thou hast heard the Everlasting,” 
was his message unto men. Do not press for op- 
portunity. Do not demand recognition. Take 
no purse. Take no staff. Lean on nobody. Walk 
in your own stalwartness. Train yourself to 
stand alone, you who are God’s son. All things 
are yours. Have nowhere to lay your head— 
which does not mean that we are to live in the 
literal sense that some of the early saints of the 
Church regarded it, but in the sense of requir- 
ing nothing in itself for our comfort, knowing 
that in ourselves all things exist. . . . You are 
your own king and your own kingdom. Realise 
yourself ! 

God’s kingdom comes not with observation. 
It is not like the kingdoms of this world. There 
are no attitudes, no posturings, in that king- 
dom. God’s kingdom is in those who have found 
who they are. When we have found who we are, 
no one can hurt us. When we begin every morn- 
ing with the cry, “Our Father”; when we end it 
with, “Thine is the kingdom, and the power, and 
the glory, for ever and ever,” we have entered 
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It is a programme of fine, high austerity which 
Jesus offered in the Sermon on the Mount to 
his disciples, and Christianity is such. Many of 
us make mistakes, and among the most grievous 
of them is to sit at the wayside with a begging 
bowl, asking pittances of people as they pass. 
Make no concessions. Stand in the order of your 
going and go at once through the narrow gate. 
Be sufficient to yourself, and then you will have 
all things. You will be greatly the giver. The 
world will come to your door. Wait until it 
comes. Do not advertise. Do not send trumpeters 
before you in the streets to announce your name. 
Do not do your alms before men with the desire 
to attract attention to yourself. Be content, for 
you are eternal, and all that your Father has is 
yours. 

But He can only give to you what you re- 
quire, and the secret of gaining is taste. What is 
it that you require? Your place in the kingdom 
of heaven will be determined by your demand 
of God. What is it that you most ask? Jesus 
must have been thinking at that moment of the 
story of Elijah and Elisha—Elisha the young, 
the tender, and the enthusiastic; Elijah the 
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lonely, the old, and the hard, hard in the sense 
of athletic for God. They came to the moment 
of parting, and the old prophet looked upon the 
young and asked, “Is there anything of mine 
that I have to give, that you want?” Eagerly 
and instantly came the answer that was the mea- 
sure of the true successor of the great prophet, 
“Some of your power. Give me a double portion 
of it, so that what you have begun may be con- 
tinued through me. Give me power to serve 
somewhat as you have done. Give me power to 
understand God and men as you understand 
God and men.” That was the most victorious 
moment in the life of Elijah, as it was a proph- 
ecy of the greatness of Elisha. There was taste 
and fine culture; there was a spiritual quality 
and dignity and aristocracy of divine sonship, 
in that splendid answer. 

Jesus would ask his disciples to seek of God 
what a son should seek. There is a lovely hymn 
whose refrain is, “More love I want.” Our 
hymns are full of that desire, to be able to love 
as he loved. Loving is taste. Among my many 
friends there are a few who are arch-creators of 
beauty. I think of them, with their fine discrim- 
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ination of beauty-values, with their power not 
only to select but to hold what they have se- 
lected, before they impart to canvas or through 
the form of their music what they have taken 
out of life. 

To enter into the strait gate, one must become 
fine-souled. One’s desires must be fine. We must 
not ask of life the physical. It is good, well 
enough, but it can be thrown away. Jesus said, 
“If your eye is in your way, pluck it out. If 
your hand is hindering, cut it off.” Why let the 
body and its animal desires stand between you 
and your nobility? You do not live because of 
your body. Your body only lives because of you. 
Your body is your instrument, is the beast of 
burden that is bearing you upon your way to 
the gates of your Jerusalem. You are the rider. 
Be always in command of your body. Strive to 
enter into life by the way of a disciplined taste 
for the best. Choose for your friends men and 
women of fine fibre. Jesus said, “Do not cast 
your pearls before swine. Beware of wolves. Be- 
ware of false prophets—people who say pleas- 
ant things and do not mean them. Beware of 
deceivers. But, oh, seek the worthwhile. The 
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world is rich with rare-souled men and women. 
Do not commit yourself. Have your loins girt. 
Let your light be always burning. Let the wick 
be well trimmed, so that when the bridegroom 
comes, you will be able to see him.” 
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CAPERNAUM AND NAIN 
Luke vii : 1-12 


We have spent more than a week on the 
mountain of the Beatitudes with Jesus. We 
could have spent more time there, but we have 
a journey to make and a place to reach before 
these Lenten meditations come to an end. Like 
Peter on the mountain of the Transfiguration, 
we would delay that while with the Master and 
build a shrine to keep him there, with room 
enough for ourselves. It would be good indeed 
to live in a world full of the spirit of the Ser- 
mon on the Mount. 

But because we are the Master’s disciples, we 
must not forget that we have a Master to imi- 
tate. “Let this mind be in you, which was also 
in Christ Jesus, who being in the form of God, 
did not regard that which he had as a peculiar 
possession, but gave it up in order that he might 
do his Father’s will’—a rough paraphrase of 
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Paul’s advice. We must remember that we have 
a work to do in the world. It is helpful to 
stand occasionally on a hill with the Master, 
gazing up into heaven—but not too long. We 
are in a world with a work to do. We have of- 
fered ourselves to a Master for service. We must 
go down the hill, however lovely that hill, and 
take up our work. Our Capernaums and our 
Nains are before us. The disciples of Jesus 
have always been practical. Prayer is of no 
value unless it is revealed in good works. “Show 
me your faith without results, and I will show 
you my faith with results,” is a saying at- 
tributed to the brother of Jesus who knew him 
surpassingly well. 

There are many things we should love to 
ponder and many questions to be asked, but we 
must descend the mountain and go forth to our 
Capernaum and our Nain, even as Jesus did. 
For when he had ended his sayings, he took up 
his work. His sayings have authority because 
they were forged into truth by the work he had 
already done. He himself had become the Beati- 
tudes before he gave them to his disciples. He 
himself had conquered before he offered to us 
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the reed of a great victory. The life of Jesus 
was incessantly active. His meat, he said, was to 
do things which pertained to his Father’s will 
and purpose. Because he fed on that meat, he 
grew in strength and in stature and in favor 
with God and man. 

We descend the hill of meditation into the 
world of action, the world of intercession. To be 
a disciple of Jesus, to see Jesus, one must know 
that world. One must have grasped the fact that 
prayer has little value where one’s self is con- 
cerned. The Lord’s Prayer is a plural prayer. 
No prayer is of value that rules our brother out. 
Whatever we want for ourselves, we must also 
want for others. We will have nothing, as Whit- 
man cried, on any terms whatsoever save those 
of common brotherhood with the rest of man- 
kind. We do not ask for special privileges, spe- 
cial graces, special exemptions. With Browning, 
we will taste it all. We will not be afraid. We 
will not creep past. That may be characteristic 
of the maimed and the dumb and the blind who 
make up a large percentage of Christianity and 
congregations, and of them we have already 
thought. One must be willing for high causes 
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to bleed; one must be ready for great adven- 
tures to die: and of all the causes and the ad- 
ventures of men, the cause and adventure of 
Jesus are the most beautiful. We must be proud 
of our name and glad of our title—disciples of 
Jesus the Christ, dedicated to do his work, ask- 
ing for ourselves only that we may increase in 
power, that we may be serviceable. 

Churchmanship is not getting to heaven. It 
is leading the damned out of hell. Churchman- 
ship is not being saved from our sins. It is sav- 
ing people from those vices which are in the 
world of the outer darkness, from which come 
the maimed and the dumb and the blind and the 
deaf. Unless we are nerved from day to day 
with intercessory intentions, we shall not see 
Jesus with the disciple’s eye. We shall see him 
with the eye of the impotent. It is good to see 
him that way, but better to see him as Peter and 
James and John and the others saw him on the 
mountain of his message. 

These meditations, as I have said, are for 
disciples, for men and women who would do 
better work for the Master, for people like the 
speaker’s self, whose only sorrow is that he is 
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so inefficient, whose only grief is that he occa- 
sionally gets in the way of his Master’s work, 
whose only hell is when his Master looks on him 
and he remembers, as Peter remembered when 
his Master looked on him in the moment of his 
utter failure. 

There are two thoughts that stand out in to- 
day’s meditation. The first is seeing Jesus 
through the eyes of intercessory love. We are 
familiar with the story of the centurion, the 
man of affairs, the only Roman on record, until 
after the Resurrection, who seemed to have had 
any kindly impulses toward humanity, who did 
not look upon the Jews of Capernaum with the 
contempt of the, average Roman officer but 
looked on them with kindness and won their love. 
Being wealthy, he built for them a synagogue. 
He must have seen something beautiful and sat- 
isfying in the religion of the Jews. He must have 
been a man like Pilate asking, ‘What is truth?” 
and trying to find it; and having failed to find 
truth in the religion of his fathers, was seeking 
it by way of the portals of the synagogue he had 
builded in Capernaum for his Jewish friends. 
The spirit of religion was within him. How close 
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ne already was to the Master! How quickly he 
became a disciple of the Master! He stands to- 
day as a type of good discipleship: “Lord, do 
not waste any unnecessary time over me. I un- 
derstand you. I have seen you. I know of your 
power. But I have a friend who is in need of 
that power. It is only necessary for you to speak 
the word, and he will hear it, and it will make 
him well.” 

We know the story that tells of Jesus’ an- 
swer, the glowing, enthusiastic words: “I have 
never found such a spiritual man, not even in 
all Israel. This is that which I have come to 
proclaim among men. Whoever has this soaring 
love is my disciple, whether he be a Roman cen- 
turion or a Galilean fisherman.” All disciples of 
Jesus are the lovers. Whoever has the interces- 
sory spirit is a disciple of Jesus, has seen him, 
understands him, and is the means by which the 
Master wins to his great results. 

The other is the picture, painted with all the 
vividness of Luke’s brush, of the widow weeping 
brokenly after the body of her son on its way 
to sepulchre, accompanied by the mourners, 
mourners who cannot help her: the support of 
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her life taken, walking into the darkness of the 
valley of death, and seeing no way through! 
That is the tragedy of those who dwell in the 
outer darkness to which Jesus so frequently re- 
ferred ; they do not see the way through the val- 
ley of the shadow of death. 

Disciples of Jesus, you must take the comfort 
of the resurrection to that world of the outer 
darkness. Your friends are living in that world. 
You need not be afraid of becoming puffed up 
in the matter of what you know and what you 
have seen. You need not be afraid of being 
called a prig because you say, “I know that my 
Redeemer lives. Mine eyes have seen his glory.” 
Jesus said, “Ye shall be witnesses of these things 
beginning at Jerusalem,’’—that is, beginning at 
home, in your own family group, among your 
friends. Never be afraid to stand before the bier 
of the death of the world and the utter horror 
and loneliness of dying—with your message, 
“There is no death.” 

Men and women are walking through the 
world as through the valley of the shadow of 
death. You need but remember the books that 
you are reading to see that they throw no light 
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upon the message of the Master. You need only 
go among your friends to see that in this present 
age the majority of men and women do not be- 
lieve that they are souls, sons of the living God. 
They have banished God from their universe. 
They look upon you as a curiosity because you 
believe in God. They make fun of you among 
themselves. But they are in the region of the 
outer darkness, and you can hear the clicking 
of their teeth. Do not be frightened by the 
sound of those clicking, white teeth. Have cour- 
age. In order to be a disciple of Jesus you, too, 
must have walked behind your dead and have 
found the truth. When your moment of initia- 
tion comes, do not shrink. It is your Master’s 
opportunity to make you a healer and a com- 
forter. 

Nain is in your path now, even as Capernaum 
was in your path a while ago. You cannot have 
the right word on your lips for this unbelieving, 
unhappy, lonely world of men and women, 
bright and glittering, but oh, so unawakened 
and unaware, unhappy and wretched, unless 
you have been brave in the moment of your 
great initiation. You are a disciple. You must 
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not shrink. If, to-morrow, some one who 1s very 
close to you is taken, you must stand before that 
silent body and say, “‘Arise.”” You must show in 
yourself the resurrection. You must bear wit- 
ness to the fact that it is alive. Your tears must 
not wash away the lilies of Easter time, and 
your lamentations must not drown the song of 
the birds of the garden where Jesus and Mary 
walked with a new understanding. 

To be a disciple of the Master; to find, 
through all life’s bitterness and peril, vision and 
power to do what he did, is to see him as he is. 
Be brave. You will need to be brave to be a dis- 
ciple. Be steadfast. You will need to be stead- 
fast. “Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye 
steadfast, unmoveable, always abounding in the 
work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that 
your labour is not in vain in the Lord.” 
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VALID CHRISTIANITY 
Luke vit : 14-23 


WE saw yesterday that we must not always 
live upon the mountain of meditation. We climb 
thither for inspiration and understanding, for 
strength and cleansing. When we have gained 
these, it is meant that we return to the world 
with the power that we have won from the moun- 
tain top. We have been called to that mountain 
because we are disciples of Jesus, witnesses to 
all the world of his power, instruments which he 
has chosen—as in other ages he chose men and 
women to preach his gospel, to manifest his 
power, and to heal, help, and restore, even as he 
himself healed, helped, and restored. 

The true Church of Jesus is made up of dis- 
ciples. Where two or three disciples are gathered 
together in the spirit of Jesus, he is always 
present. That constitutes the valid Church. It is 
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a mistake to believe that the Church is a place 
for the halt, the maimed, the dumb, the deaf, 
the blind, the sick, and the dead. The Church is 
a gathering together of disciples who have a 
work to do in the world. Their work is among 
these whom I have named—the hurt, the 
wounded, the lost, the dead. No church is a 
church of Jesus that is not actively engaged in 
this work of healing and helping, of redemption 
and renewal. We are disciples of Jesus. We do 
not bring our crutches and our sores to him. We 
are here for the purpose of teaching people to 
walk without crutches, and of healing sores. We 
are candidates for his power. Every baptised 
disciple is pledged, by virtue of that baptism, 
to do the Master’s work. 

Our great sin is the sin of being unfaithful, 
as disciples always have been. What a sad story 
is told in the simple sentence, “The disciples 
forsook him and fled.” In all the ages of Chris- 
tianity, the disciples of Jesus have forsaken him 
and have run away. We, too, have forsaken him 
and have run away. That is our sin. That is 
what hurts us most. But none the less we are 
disciples. We have been received as his disciples. 
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We have been marked for service. Let us never 
lose sight of that glorious truth. “I have called 
you friends,” he said to the disciples of the first 
century. He has been saying that ever since. 
He is saying that to us this morning because 
we believe in him. We believe in his power and 
seek to be the means of releasing his power upon 
the world to-day. . 

A good disciple must meet all his challenges. 
He must be able to stand before death, inti- 
mate death, death as tender and as close as the 
death of a son or of a daughter, of a husband or 
of a wife, without flinching. The Master ex- 
pects us to stand up and show the truth of the 
resurrection when that moment comes. We must 
not whimper. It is permitted to the halt to 
whimper, but not a disciple. We must not for- 
sake him at such a moment. That moment has 
come to many of us. That moment is coming 
again, and when it comes again, will you re- 
member these words? Do not fail your Master. 
Do not, at that time, be sorrowful as a man or 
a woman without hope. But show by your sweet 
courage that you have already resurrected your 
dead. You have said, “‘Arise.”” There is resur- 


[ 105 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


rection in your soul and you know there are no 
dead. The world outside needs this, because it 
does not know these things. It can only know 
them through us. Even as we came to know 
them through the disciples who taught us, so 
must we teach others discipleship. 

To-day we have a new episode in the story of 
John in prison. Apart from the fact that John 
was a great soul, so great that Jesus said of 
him, “Among them that are born of women 
there hath not risen a greater than John the 
Baptist,” none the less, with all his greatness, 
he was sorely limited. “Notwithstanding,” he 
said, “‘he that is least in the kingdom of heaven 
is greater than he.” John lacked one thing— 
the sense of God the Father. John lacked what 
Jesus had. John was not one whose tender touch 
could help the smoking wick burn better. If 
John touched the smoking wick, it went out. 
He was rough with it. John was not one to 
take a broken reed and make it stand up. John 
crushed it with the vehemence of his touch. 
John represents the old awful religion of anger, 
denunciation, and fear which we find all through 
the Old Testament, with the exception of the 
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occasional interludes of the prophets. With all 
his greatness, John never was out of prison. 

From his jail in Machaerus, he sends his mes- 
sage: “Are you really Jesus? Are you really 
Messiah? I met you at the riverside and there 
was a moment of consciousness when I felt that 
you were the Anointed One; that God was com- 
ing through you. But in the darkness of this 
dungeon, I cannot see. I hear only broken ru- 
mors. I am left in doubt. You are not working 
as I would have worked. There is no thunder in 
your preaching, no terror in your word. Why 
don’t you rebuke these stiff-necked sinners? In- 
stead of that, you are wooing them. I am fear- 
ful. Are you he that is to come, or do we still 
look for him?” 

Jesus’ answer is his answer down the ages 
through the disciples: “Go and show John by 
the validity of your Christianity that I have 
come. Show the souls in prison what real Chris- 
‘tianity is. Make them see that it 1s a religion of 
joy. Your joy no man shall take away from 
you. Let your light so shine before men, that 
they may see your good works, and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven.” If you are a 
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preacher and would draw many unto you, re- 
member that the only eloquence is radiance. 
Let the gladness of your preaching be always 
like a song in the night. There are jailed souls 
within the sound of your voice. You may be able 
to break the doors of their prison for them and 
set them free. They are in the shadow of awful 
doubts. They are in the stronghold of ancient 
terrors. You must release them. You must set 
them free from their hates, from their fears, 
from their superstitions, from their wrong 
thinking about God and their brothers. Go and 
show John what you yourself have seen. 

What have we seen? What have we to offer 
New York—the centre of the cult of cynicism? 
If you would be popular in this city, cultivate 
a cynical manner, flippancy. Never say any- 
thing that you mean. Always be glittering. Be 
insincere. Never show any real feeling. Be as 
insulting as you can be without being impolite. 
New York is a city of dungeons, where souls are 
in darkness. They are the souls whom Jesus 
wants to save. He can save them only through 
us. 

Without doubt there is much to be said from 
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the standpoint of the clever man who has raised 
the question, “What price Christianity in New 
York?” I was asked lately to answer a ques- 
tionnaire concerning the number of actual con- 
verts made in St. Bartholomew’s in the last 
twelve months. The world is doubtful of the 
validity of Christianity. We are spending an 
enormous amount of money for our churches. 
Weare at great pains to build beautiful edifices. 
But we are not producing results. My answer 
was this, the answer of Jesus: “The wind blow- 
eth where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound 
thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, 
and whither it goeth.” The questionnaire of the 
world can never be answered by the man who 
has seen the vision. The world will not know. 
It does not know, and it is foolish to offer sta- 
tistics for Jesus who said, “Let not your left 
hand know what your right hand is doing.” 
That is no test of his workmanship. But the 
questionnaire itself shows that the world out- 
side is like John in jail wanting to find out if 
there is anything in Christianity. 

Our popular books which brush Christianity 
aside, magazines which make Christianity a fu- 
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tile thing, demonstrate something more than the 
spirit of cynicism; they reveal a desperate anx- 
iety of men and women who have not met Jesus, 
to find out whether he is Christ. Has he come? 
Is he only a myth? Or is it true that he came a 
while ago into our midst and dwelt among us, 
and we beheld his glory, the glory as of the 
only Begotten of the Father, full of grace and 
truth? 

We must answer John in prison by our lives, 
by our characters, by our works. How do we 
stand up to life? What does the church in New 
York reveal to-day to all these clever, cynical 
people? Jesus wants us as disciples to bear wit- 
ness about dead people who have come to life 
through us, about sick souls who are now well 
because of our living. Oh, the work is beauti- 
ful, and it lies in your home, at your street cor- 
ner, in your club, in your office. It is all about 
you. Carry the glory and the redemption and 
the power of it to-day out into throbbing, im- 
prisoned, questioning New York. Go and show 
John these things! 
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XIV 
A BOX OF OINTMENT 
Luke vit : 36-50 


No story told by any of the apostles so ex- 
plains the Master as this story. It explains him 
not only in the first century but in all cen- 
turies of Christianity. It shows the Master at 
work in the world through his disciples, ac- 
counting for those moments when disciples are 
strong and for those moments when they are 
weak. 

Let us review the story briefly. Simon, a rich 
Pharisee, had invited Jesus to have dinner in 
his house. Simon wanted to look Jesus over. 
Simon was a traditionalist. He had heard much 
of this heretic of Galilee, who was upsetting law 
and order and tradition with his strange say- 
ings and his strange ways. So he sent him an 
invitation. He exercised this privilege not only 
for himself but he had some of his friends there. 
The party to which he belonged was somewhat 
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concerned with Jesus’ success and was begin- 
ning to realize that something would have to 
be done to silence him, to get him out of the way. 
Simon has been around ever since, and this has 
always been his method. Not only is it wise to 
beware of Greeks bearing gifts; it is also wise 
to beware of Pharisees and their dinner parties. 
They are not friendly and they never will be 
—not while they are Pharisees. A Pharisee is a 
man with a closed mind. 

In the first century the Pharisees were a fine 
group. They were brave. When J erusalem fell, 
a number of them died like heroes, for their 
temple and their city. They were loyal. When 
the Pharisee stood in the temple and told God 
what he had done, he was not overstating the 
facts. He believed that that was the way to 
God. He was honest. He wanted God harder 
than anything else, and he knew of no other 
way of reaching God save the way of his tra- 
ditions. 

Jesus had no contempt for the Pharisees. He 
sorrowed over them and did everything in his 
power to change them. But his successes with 
the Pharisees were few. His successes with the 
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Pharisees have always been few. The Pharisee 
has one defect that is almost beyond the power 
of Jesus. It is the defect of the closed mind. 
The man who has made up his mind about re- 
ligion, who is sure that nothing further can be 
added to the content of his faith, is a Pharisee. 
The man who has no doubt that his form of 
worship is the worship that God has chosen, and 
that that worship alone is acceptable to God 
and has power with God, is a Pharisee. The man 
who will cover the earth to make one other man 
accept his form of creed, ritual, and religion is 
a Pharisee. I am not overstating. You need only 
read your Gospels to discover that the Phari- 
sees hung Jesus on a cross because he brought 
to them something new, and they could not re- 
ceive it. 

It was such a man who invited Jesus to din- 
ner, to look him over. The Pharisees were sure 
that Jesus was a devil. The man with a closed 
mind is always sure that the man who differs 
from him is a devil. The woman whose mind is 
made up is always patronizing to the woman 
whose point of view is different from hers. 
There comes a time in the course of the Phari- 
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see’s life when he decides that something must 
be done, because the Pharisee believes that the 
world will never be right until his particular 
form of religion has been accepted by the world. 
Consequently, whatever threatens the form of 
that religion is deadly, and whatever is deadly 
must die. You hear the talk of the Pharisee in’ 
the talk of him who pleaded before the San- 
hedrin, “It is expedient that one man should die 
for the people.” To Caiaphas, Jesus stood in 
the way of the only thing that could save the 
people—the Pharisee’s creed, the Pharisee’s 
church, the Pharisee’s robes, the Pharisee’s 
prayer book, the Pharisee’s ritual, the Phari- 
see’s way of doing things. He believed that God 
had chosen pharisaism as the way of redemp- 
tion, and so whatever withstood that way was 
of the devil. One must treat the devil with his 
own weapon—the Roman shame of crucifixion. 
To hang the arch-heretic naked, bleeding and 
quivering, on a high hill before the world, to 
make him a laughing-stock, was the Pharisee’s 
method of stopping this pestilential fellow from 
interfering with God’s scheme of redemption. 

I am not exaggerating when I say these 
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things. The blot on Christian discipleship down 
through the ages is that every age has its par- 
ticular form of pharisaism. There was a time 
when pharisaism was’ Coptic. There was a time 
—and you who remember Kingsley’s Hypatia 
and her terrible death, will recall that time— 
when it was so Alexandrine that Cyril’s way 
was the only way to save the world, and because 
Hypatia was in the way, she was destroyed. 
Pharisaism was for a while Byzantine; then it 
became Basilican, Gothic. Then after a while 
it entered into the Reformation. 

Pharisaism entered this country by way of 
both the Round Head and the Royalist. It is 
at work everywhere among the disciples of 
Jesus, revealed in the people who believe that 
their way is the only way to redeem the world. 
They have closed their minds. There is the High 
Churchman who has closed his mind upon the 
Modernist and the Evangelical. There is the 
Modernist who has closed his mind either way 
toward the Evangelical or the High Church- 
man. There is the Evangelical who looks with 
abhorrence upon the Modernist and the High 
Churchman. Folly for us little children not to 
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learn the lesson taught in Tennyson’s unfor- 
gettable song: “God fulfills Himself in many 
ways.” The only escape from pharisaism in this 
age is through a profound humility. Jesus is too 
great for us. He is past our understanding. 
What he said to the first century he is saying to 
this: “I have many things to say unto you, but 
you are not yet ready for them.” To receive all 
the things of the Master, one must be a master 
—and we are still disciples. A disciple must 
learn humility. 

The Pharisee was an impossible disciple be- 
cause his mind was made up. He had nothing to 
learn. He spoke to Jesus contemptuously. In 
the course of the conversation and of the din- 
ner, the thing that Jesus needed happened. A 
woman came in, soiled from the street, with her 
many sins, and bearing a little box of ointment. 
She came with her hair unbound, with the deep- 
throated sobbing of utter grief. She came creep- 
ing to one who had all that she lacked. She came 
to him because she believed that in him was life. 
She, too, had heard Jesus, and though she was 
a sinner, though she was dissolute—as Simon 
was not, for he was good, he was moral, and 
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probably she had committed all the sins in the 
catalogue of evil—she had an open mind. 

Her sins had made her rich with humility. 
Her sins had broken her arrogance. Her sins 
had made her realise that sensual pleasures are 
but husks indeed. Her sins had starved her 
soul, and it was a starving soul that came run- 
ning to the King of life for bread—the bread 
we pray for when we say, “Give us this day our 
daily bread.” She believed that through Jesus 
she could get rid of the sin she hated. She be- 
lieved that in Jesus she would find the strength 
she needed to overcome her temptations. She 
did not understand much, but she felt deeply. 
There was a great love in her heart for him, a 
great tenderness of desire for him. She broke 
the box of ointment and anointed him. She 
washed his feet with her tears and wiped them 
dry with her hair. 

Notice the incurable, impossible soul of Si- 
mon: He began to criticise Jesus. He said, “If 
this man were at all respectable, at all good; if 
he were right with God, he would know who this 
woman is. Of course he knows, but his familiar- 
ity reveals that he is like her himself.” The 
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Pharisee can never understand the way of Jesus 
with sins and the sinner. The Pharisee must 
have all kinds of paraphernalia for the cleans- 
ing of sin. The Pharisee cannot understand the 
right of any soul, however sunken, to come into 
the presence of its Redeemer. It must invent 
long, weary liturgies. It must have the drone of 
penitential psalms. It must have tall lights gut- 
tering. It must have fearfulness on the face of 
the penitent. There must be long aisles of con- 
fessional boxes and muttering priests. There 
must be the smell of incense smoke, the long, 
laborious methods of the penitent’s way down 
through the ages—the Church having forgot- 
ten that every sinner, by right of being a son of 
God, may come into the presence of God that 
moment he needs Him. It has forgotten the 
parable of the prodigal son. Every sinner has 
a right to come to God. 

So Jesus said, “Simon, I have somewhat to 
say unto thee.” And he has. Jesus has some- 
what to say to Simon in this century. I won- 
der if we can make Simon hear? Simon an- 
swered, “Say on,” and Jesus unfolded a truth 
that, above all the truths of the gospel, is the 
most profound. Upon this I close, though I 
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hope to enrich it later: The secret of a great 
disciple is forgiveness. To be a forgiver, we 
must be forgiven. We must know the work of 
grace to be a disciple. We must have been hum- 
bled by the experience of living to be a dis- 
ciple of Jesus. When we have entered into the 
failures and wrongs of the world, we cease to be 
the world’s critic, the world’s enemy, looking 
contemptuously upon those who go wrong. We 
become the pleader, the defender, the champion. 
We become the one who has loved much, for the 
way to love is through experience. The way to 
love lies past all the perils of hell. 

If we would be a disciple of Jesus, we must 
realise first of all our own perils, our own fail- 
ures. We must come to an understanding of 
the joy of the disciple who has heard the Mas- 
ter say, “I did not save you. You saved your- 
self.” For that is what Jesus said to this woman: 
“Your faith has saved you—the power in you 
to go on against failure. The God in you has 
made you whole.” That is the forgiveness of 
Jesus. He claims this power in us, saying, 
“Now go, and in my name forgive the sins of 
the world.” 
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OUR DIVINE SELFHOOD 
Luke vit: 44-50 


I sprak to you this morning as disciples of 
Jesus, men and women who were once in dark- 
ness and now have seen the light, who have been 
healed and are full of gratitude. A disciple of 
Jesus is any soul, the wide world over, who has 
his spirit. “Other sheep I have which are not 
of this fold.”? While Jesus was in the flesh, he 
met on several occasions people outside the fold, 
outside the religion of his fathers, whom he de- 
scribed as the most spiritual people he had met. 
The centurion was one, the Syrophenician 
woman was another. These are two of many the 
Master has met, two of many the Master has 
been meeting down through the ages. Ghandi 
has seen Jesus with a clearer vision than most 
of us who call ourselves Christians. “By their 
fruits ye shall know them.” 

A disciple of Jesus is one who lives on this 
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planet in the measure of his spirit. Wherever 
there is kindness, the Master claims it. Wher- 
ever there is courtesy and gentleness, he has 
signed it. Wherever there is courage and stead- 
fastness, patience and self-sacrifice, he has 
crowned it. “Where two or three are gathered 
together in my spirit, I am in their midst.” 
The world to-day is full of the Master’s dis- 
ciples, revealed in a new consciousness of the 
signal achievement of fellowship. I greet you 
as disciples of Jesus according to your kind- 
ness, according to your courage, according to 
the sweetness and the fidelity of your living 
from day to day. 

We are disciples of a great Master. We 
would have his secret. We are not here to save 
our souls from hell. We are not here to gain 
heaven. We are here to gain the salvation of 
Jesus which Paul has described: ‘That I may 
know him and the power of his resurrection. 
That I may be able to do as he has done. That 
I may live as he has lived. That I may become 
what he is.” Whoever follows the goal of Jesus 
is his disciple. 

We found yesterday that pharisaism is the 
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sin of the closed mind. Jesus was at supper with 
Simon the Pharisee and his friends. They had 
decided that they would look Jesus over. They 
had heard much about him, and they were dis- 
concerted. ‘They knew he had power, but they 
did not like the kind of power he had. It was 
an unconventional, erratic power. It did not fall 
within the form of their experience. The words 
that he spoke were lawless utterances, accord- 
ing to their thinking, because they were levelled 
against the walls of their religion. He broke 
their rituals, one by one. He healed on the Sab- 
bath day. He allowed his disciples to pluck the © 
ripened ears of corn and rub them in the palms 
of their hands and eat the kernels as they passed 
through the fields. All these things were liturgi- 
cal sins, banned by the religion which the Phari- 
sees represented and of which they were the 
bulwarks and the bastions. So they decided they 
had better look this man over. 

It is always the method of the Pharisee to look 
the suspect over, to get some first-hand infor- 
mation concerning him: “Trip him if you can, 
find him erratic or wrong if you can; and then 
build up your witness against him and silence 
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him. He interferes with our policy of religion.” 

This supper was interrupted by the coming 
of a woman of sin. She was well known, but 
something in the story of Jesus had touched her 
heart. We know this woman of sin because we 
all have sinned, and we know the exceeding sin- 
fulness of sin. This is the exceeding sinfulness 
of sin: It frustrates our better self. Whether 
our psychology will permit us to accept this or 
no, the fact still stands that there is in every 
one of us a luminous entity. Some call it the 
soul. Some call it the ego. Some call it the in- 
ner man, as Paul did. But whatever it is called, 
we are all familiar with a glorious, shining self 
that is as much a part of our personality as its 
physical manifestations. It has its moments of 
possession of the body, and when it acts, the 
body is glorious. 

The agony of sin is in the body’s conscious- 
ness of the betrayal of its inner self. There is 
an inner self. We believe that that self is the 
son of God, made in His image, in His like- 
ness; that it is eternal; that it goes on after 
death; that it is above time; that it seeks to be 
manifested in the flesh. There is a law within 
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ourselves that when we would do good—the real 
we—evil is present with us. 

This woman was like ourselves. She had a 
shining, lovely self, but she had accumulated 
bad habits. Her environment was probably bad 
at the start. She had lost her Lord, and she was 
uncomfortable. I have never seen a sinner who 
was comfortable. If you will pardon me for the 
moment’s reference to a personal experience, 
years ago I devoted a considerable amount of 
time to prisons and penitentiaries, among the 
fallen, studying them and trying to help them, 
trying to bring to them a sense of understand- 
ing. I never found a callous, indifferent soul. I 
knew that they masqueraded before the world, 
but found that if one met them in tenderness 
and understanding, they could not forever hide 
an awful disquietude of the soul facing its be- 
trayal and degradation by the sin of the flesh. 

This woman came creeping out of the noisy 
street to kneel at the feet of Jesus, pleading for 
escape. You know how the Pharisees acted. 
They could not understand a religious healer 
or teacher dealing with the sinner as though he 
were a saint. They could not understand a di- 
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rect approach of the sinner to God. They had 
a labyrinth of rituals weeks long and months 
wide, and even then they did not find surcease 
from their troubles. They did not understand 
this idea of the soul’s sudden access to glory 
and redemption, and so they condemned it. 
They sneered. They criticised Jesus: “This 
woman. ... Who is this man?... If he 
knew what we know about her, he would not al- 
low her to break that box of ointment and 
anoint him. . . . He would not allow her filthy 
hands, for she is a defiled dog, to touch his 
body.” 

Then came the answer: “She is forgiven. 
. . . She is forgiven because in spite of her 
sins, in spite of her failure, she has learned to 
love.” What does that mean? Do we have to go 
wrong, do we have to be drunkards, do we have 
to be unclean, immoral persons, to love God? 
No. Yet love is tested by our failures. If in 
spite of failures we go on trying, then our love 
is demonstrated as mighty. We may seem be- 
fore men to be the worst of sinners, but if there 
is something in us that is striving, in spite of 
all the host of sin which seems to march with us, 


[ 125 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


then in the sight of God we stand revealed, lov- 
ing His goodness more than many a so-called 
saint. 

That is one of the perils of religion to-day, 
and why Paul told us we must not judge. God 
sees. God understands. The great lover is 
courageous, rises on stepping-stones of his dead 
selves to higher things. In that struggle he be- 
comes tolerant and understanding. He remem- 
bers his struggles when he gets to the point of 
illumination. When he becomes the forgiver, he 
does not forget the perils past. To be a dis- 
ciple of Jesus, we must be great forgivers; and 
to learn the art of forgiveness, there must have 
been much forgiveness of God toward us. 


“With aching hands and bleeding. feet 
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone; 
We bear the burden and the heat 
Of the long day, and wish ’twere done. 
Not till the hours of light return, 
All we have built do we discern.” 


Go forth and be your Master’s disciple of 
forgiveness, of gentle healing and understand- 
ing. The world needs your gift. Go forth and 
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touch, “Thy sins are forgiven.” You have the 
right in your heart to cleanse your enemy of 
his sin. Until you have done that, you have not 
found the Master’s way. 
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THE TRIVIAL ROUND 
Mark wi: 20, 21, 31-35 (Moffatt’s translation) 


Acain let me remind you of the distinction 
that has been made again and again between 
disciples, and the halt and the blind. Paul 
was fond of reminding his converts of the kind 
of people they used to be. It is a good thing 
for us to be reminded occasionally of the kind 
of people we used to be when we were among 
the maimed and the blind—before we were 
called and obeyed. 

A disciple of Jesus has no crutches. A dis- 
ciple of Jesus has vision, hears, understands. 
Unto us is given to know the mysteries of the 
kingdom of God, but to the others these things 
are parables. Pain is a parable to people who 
are not disciples of Jesus. Sorrow is a parable— 
death, defeat are parables. But to the disciple of 
Jesus, life is a series of ascents to the mountain 
of his Beatitudes. 
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I wish that Christianity had stopped at the 
word disciple, had made no distinction between 
bishops, priests, deacons, and laity. Christian- 
ity lives in proportion to the vitality of the 
disciples of the age which represents it. Chris- 
tianity had a new birth when Martin Luther 
came. It had a new birth when John Wesley 
came. It always has birth in discipleship. It is 
powerful as men and women have been ini- 
tiated by following the way of the Master and 
have come into his understanding and _ his 
power. That be our glory and our goal, to be 
as he is. Do not ask to be rid of anything that 
is disagreeable. The thing that is disagreeable 
will make you a better disciple. The disagree- 
able things that Jesus faced made him the 
world’s Saviour. It was because he endured the 
shame and looked with joy to the cross, that he 
is drawing all men unto himself. 

We begin the week with a steadfast facing of 
our personal problems. Do not ask that your 
life be voided of any of its difficulties. The mo- 
ment you do that, you desert Jesus. Judas got 
rid of some difficulties for thirty pieces of sil- 
ver. They burned his hands and he threw them 
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down, but too late. He had deserted his dis- 
cipleship. Stand in your ways who have ac- 
cepted Jesus as your Master. The moment you 
accept him as your Master, he calls you his dis- 
ciple. He signs you with his mark. Your name 
is written in heaven. Never mind what the world 
may call you, how it may sneer at you. Be 
worthy of that name, and let every day make 
it brighter in the book of the angels. 
“Christ shall bless thy going out, 
Shall bless thy coming in; 
Kindly compass thee about, 
Till thou art saved from sin. 
Like thy spotless Master, thou 
Filled with wisdom, love and power, 


Holy, pure and perfect now, 
Henceforth and evermore.”’ 


I believe that one day we shall be all that, but 
not yet, not until we have faced life and its les- 
sons. But we are on our road to the holiness and 
perfection of Jesus, and that is the fulness of 
his gospel. 

Among the ordeals that we have to face, this 
perhaps is the most bitter, the one Jesus faced 
—the ordeal of being a disciple in the trivial 
round and the common task of life, of shining 
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in spite of an aunt or an uncle, of going on in 
spite of a sister or a brother, of climbing in 
spite of a father or a mother, of rising in spite 
of a husband or a wife; to find in the home a 
beauty that is real, to find in the circumstances 
of one’s life from day to day a challenge that 
is heroic, to be able to turn the magic of one’s 
soul upon what is common and sordid, and 
illumine it with the heavenly light. To be a 
disciple, you must live out your life with that 
husband, that wife. To be a disciple, stand in 
your home and be a witness. It is usually true 
that in the home life, one alone is marked with 
the sign of the disciple. If you are that one, then 
you must redeem the rest. Begin at your Jeru- 
salem. You must make your Christianity vital, 
real, by your patience, by your courtesy, by 
your tenderness, by your self-sacrifice, by your 
smiling submission to all the petty tyrannies of 
an unconsecrated family relationship. Jesus did 
it. | 
We hear very few sermons, very little said, 
about the curious perversity of Mary. It is a 
significant fact that this story, as I have read it 
to-day, is found in St. Mark, which is nearest 
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the original source of the Gospels. As we find the 
gospel record lengthening, the story of that mis- 
understanding disappears. It does not fit into 
either Matthew’s or Luke’s conception of Mary. 
But Mark is honest and gives us a picture of 
Mary as a woman with a son who had grown be- 
yond her. I leave the conclusion for you to 
make: that there came a moment in the life of 
the Master when his mother no longer under- 
stood him. However dear she was—and she must 
have been very dear—there came a time in her 
relationship with her son when she got in his 
way. The tyranny of a possessive love got in 
the way of the glory of her son’s soul. 

Mothers, remember that. If you would be a 
disciple, be on your guard against the tyranny 
of the maternal instinct. Jesus was evidently not 
much understood by his brothers and his sisters. 
Moffatt’s translation is direct and clear: | 

“When his family heard this, they set out to get 
hold of him, for what they said was, ‘He is out of his 
mind.’ ”’ 

Let us be blunt. Mary and the brothers and 
the sisters of Jesus thought he was crazy. Joan 
of Arc’s father swore he would drown her if she 
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did not give up her notions. Every soul is con- 
fronted with the tyranny of possessive love. 
To be a disciple, you must remember that in 
the kingdom of God, the true brother and the 
true sister, the true mother and the true father, 
the true husband and the true wife, is the spiri- 
tual companion. In Jesus and his understanding 
the great fellowship is found. The basis of com- 
panionship is his own rule of life—to do the will 
of God. The real Church of Jesus is made up 
of men, women, and children whose meat is to 
do the will of God. 

Wherever the disciples are gathered together, 
wherever the consecrated are met together, there 
is the Church of the living God; there is the 
sacrament; there is the ministry, and there is 
the spirit and power of the manifestation of the 
beloved Master. Go out and live your life as it 
is. Take it up now with a song. 
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THREE GRAINS OF WHEAT 
Luke viii: 4-8 

Jxrsus had been a farmer as well as a car- 
penter. He was a hillsman of the province of 
Galilee. His life was spent almost altogether in 
the open. From the beginning of his ministry 
until he climbed a hill to die, he lived under the 
arch of the sky. He slept best in the out-of- 
doors. When he was weary, as he often was from 
the nervous strain of much giving, he loved to 
steal away, climb a hill, and lie on his back 
looking up into the sky, dreaming dreams, even 
as he dreamed dreams in his boyhood days. 

He was a man of few books. The great think- 
ers of the world have always been men of few 
books. Creative thought does not require much 
reading. To live close to nature, to be one with 
the out-of-doors, is to have the libraries of the 
ages. That is why Jesus, the farmer as well as 
the carpenter, drew his mighty lessons from the 
books of the out-of-doors, which he always read 
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with joy. No wonder the people said when they 
heard him speak: “‘Whence hath this man his 
wisdom? We have never heard any one speak 
like him.” The common people heard him gladly. 
People were the better for the sound of his 
voice and the sight of him talking, mainly be- 
cause he was a simple, free man, true to nature. 
Because he was true to nature, he was true to 
God. Being true to God, God filled him with His 
power. 

To-day we listened to one of the loveliest of 
his parables. The word parable is derived, as 
you know, from a Greek word which describes 
some one throwing a stone, or shooting an ar- 
row, or casting a spear, at a mark and not quite 
hitting it, but coming near enough to it. A para- 
ble is not a literal doctrine. It is the language 
of a man who would have us understand that 
truth is always more than words, that no great 
truth can ever be put into sentences. That is 
why men like Jesus do not need books, why they 
seldom quote. In fact, Jesus never quoted from 
a book, not even from the Old Testament, ex- 
cept when somebody quoted the Old Testament 
at him. 
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But when he stood on the ground of his singu- 
lar authority and spoke with his wisdom and 
understanding, he derived his metaphors alto- 
gether from the life he had lived as a carpenter 
and as a farmer. He used parables. He never 
used what we call a creed. A creed is a body of 
doctrine contained in a systematized statement 
handed down by and sanctioned through a holy 
tradition. The religion which he came to reform 
was full of creeds. People were always quoting 
some of their “Thirty-nine Articles”—only they 
had a million of them—at Jesus, and sometimes 
he had to quote their articles back at them. But 
frequently he quoted the sound of a bird’s wings 
or the color of the bending barley or the feel of 
the wind on the face as one goes walking 
through the country. 

That is one reason why I keep insisting on the 
necessity of our return to the freshness of the 
Galilean discipleship. The modern artists are 
trying to forget the recent masters. They say 
that we shall not have a new creative art until 
we have forgotten those masters. We must get 
back to simplicity. We must begin over and 
build up again in our own right. There is a pro- 
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found truth in that, and it is not only true of 
art, music, poetry, even civilisation; it is also 
true of religion. I am one who believes that we 
must forget our theology. We must forget the 
great masters of religion as they have come 
down to us through the ages of Catholic Chris- 
tendom and return to the freshness of that 
spring world of a Galilean discipleship. In a 
word, we must begin over again, even to the 
point of almost ignoring the Gospels, not taking 
them literally but taking them as parables. 

To be a disciple of Jesus, we must begin with 
him in the out-of-doors. We must return to the 
great simplicities. We must be newly ploughed 
ground, newly harrowed acres. We must bring 
to Jesus the freshness of our personality, the 
freshness of our life. There must be originality 
in discipleship. 

The Sower is going forth to sow the seed. Our 
heart is the ground. What is it like? Is there 
depth in it? Is it deeply ploughed and freshly 
harrowed? Is it ready? Then we shall be disci- 
ples. Are there thorns in it, the thorns of worries 
and of cares? If the seed of the Master falls into 
such a heart, it will soon be choked and we shall 
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not make a good disciple. Is the soil thin? Is it 
a soil that rises from a rock? Is it a soil that 
conceals hardness? Are we essentially hard in 
our attitude to life? The seed of Jesus will fall 
in vain on us. — 

The Sower is going down the furrows this 
morning with the infinite wisdom and power of 
God. See how full his hand is of that seed. All 
that we can ask, all that we need, is in that 
hand, and it wants to fall into us. Here is a 
golden grain—Jesus’ sense of the reality of 
God. Can we know God as well as Jesus knew 
God? If there is no hardness in our nature, we 
can know God as Jesus knew Him. If there are 
no thorns, nothing in us,that stings or scratches, 
we can know God as Jesus knew Him. Think 
of knowing God as Jesus knew Him! Think of 
meeting death, as we all must, with the knowl- 
edge of God that Jesus had! I want the golden 
grain of the knowledge of God that Jesus had. 
I can have it if this red heart of mine is rich 
and deep and furrowed and ready for the sow- 
ing. 

What do we do every year in the country 
with the coming of the spring? We go back to 


[ 138 ] 


THREE GRAINS OF WHEAT 


first principles. The farmer begins with his 
plough. It is a new field when he has done with 
it. How lovely is the smoking, red, furrowed field 
after the farmer’s plough has passed through 
it. You have all known the beauty of morning 
moments of countrysides, seeing the farmer 
bending over the handles of the plough, the rich 
red or brown loam rolling away from its thrust- 
ing share. Ploughing is re-creation. When the 
farmer’s plough is finished with the field, it is 
not last winter’s field. It is a new field. You can- 
not cast new seed into hard, old, unprepared 
ground. The trouble with most of us is that we 
are unwilling to be ploughed. 

Occasionally rumors come to my ears about 
preaching and what the people want. I hear a 
gentle plaint from the so-called old, that the old 
do not want to be unsettled; that it is not fair 
for the modern pulpit to unsettle the old. ‘They 
have only a few more years to live, and they 
ought to be allowed to live with their old religion 
unchallenged. That is a field that needs a 
plough. The share of the Sower must cut 
through that field before the so-called old can 
become young again. The field that resents a 
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plough is aged. Youth accepts the share. Years 
have nothing to do with the age of fields. It 
is the ploughshare that determines whether the 
field is an old one or a new one. How much 
is the share of the experience of God turning 
the rich loam of our soul up now to the new 
seed of the life in which we are living? How 
much are we open to new truth and to new inter- 
pretations of life? How much are we ready to 
yield ourselves and accept the share of the 
Plougher, that when he comes afterward with 
the seed in his hand, we may receive it and bring 
forth a hundredfold? 

To know God in a way that will transform old 
age into youth, we must stand up to life. We 
must not hide behind our so-called years. 'That 
is an illusion. Age is cowardice. Youth is eternal 
courage. They only grow old who are afraid of 
new thoughts of God and new hopes of heaven. 
Jesus does not like a church whose pulpits are 
concerned with pleasing the dear and bewildered 
old. He likes a church where only the young are, 
where the so-called old are greeted as children 
in the Lord. If we have the seed of Jesus’ knowl- 
edge of God, we shall know God, and knowing 
God will always keep us young. 
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There is another seed in the Sower’s hand that 
we crave for our field to-day. It is Jesus’ knowl- 
edge of men. Not only must we know God as 
Jesus knew Him; we must also know men, wo- 
men, and children as Jesus knew them. Immortal 
men and women are they who knew people most. 
If you want to be remembered, if you want to be 
loved, know people, understand people. Let them 
see that they are understood by you. There is 
no consolation in the world equal to the con- 
solation that we gain in the presence of one who 
understands us better than anybody else. 

But to understand humanity, we must suffer. 
We must know all the experience of humanity. 
Would Shakespeare have been Shakespeare had 
he not been a newly ploughed field? Would 
Dante have been Dante had not the share of the 
Farmer gone deeply into his heart? Is it not true 
of all immortal men and women that their im- 
mortality stands because they lived their life 
and their enrichment was gained by their con- 
tact with people? The great deliverers, the pa- 
tient and the gentle ones, the believers who go 
on trusting in humanity as Jesus trusted in the 
humanity that hung him on a cross: these are 
the ones who live. I would live with that immor- 
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tality. I would not be remembered with the lau- 
rels of Petrarch. I would not be remembered 
with the glory of Goethe. I would be remem- 
bered with the majesty of St. Francis; I would 
be remembered as the man who in his age most 
loved and most trusted and most accepted men 
and women. That golden grain of wheat is in 
our Master’s hand. If the cutting share of the 
experience of our life in this world goes deeply 
in, that grain will fall and we too shall know 
men as Jesus knew them. 

Still another seed is in the Sower’s hand. His 
hand is full of grain, but we have only time to 
ask for a third for our field to-day. It is the joy 
of Jesus. ‘Though he was described as a man of 
sorrows and well acquainted with grief, he never 
spoke that way of himself. Get rid of the tearful 
Jesus. He never lived. Of course, there were 
times when he wept, but there was always laugh- 
ter behind his tears. Paul understood that when 
he said, “Be not sorrowful as men without 
hope.” 

There is a radiance on the face of the Sower 
as he comes down the morning time of the world 
to us to-day. It is the joy of knowing God and 
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knowing men. It is the joy of accepting life. It 
is the joy of the peace that passes understand- 
ing. That joy can be found by those who have 
known the ploughshare and who have turned the 
rich, red furrow to that golden grain from the 
Master’s hand. . . . A sower went forth to sow! 
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CAPTAINS AND SHIPS 
Luke viii : 22-25 


Brerore coming to church this morning I 
read a remarkable article in the Atlantic 
Monthly by the author of Simon Called Peter. 
It ended on a wonderful note: “Is not life 
itself God?” The article is remarkable, not so 
much because of its literary charm but for its 
honesty, its courage, its fair handling of the 
facts that are present to us to-day. It is the 
story of a man who believed in Christ in spite 
of all that has happened in the centuries, of a 
man whose faith was tested by the results of 
modern scholarship, who was forced to regard 
the four Gospels as a poetic rather than as an 
historical account of the Master, urging that we 
will do well always to remember that these Gos- 
pels are a supreme artistic expression of an un- 
forgetable experience. 

Most of these latter thoughts are mine, 
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interjected into the article in the Atlantic 
Monthly, which forced me to face the fact that 
Christ is eternal, never mind what happens; 
God is real, never mind how we may have to 
restate our case. It leads to one of my favorite 
texts, favorite because it is the expression of 
a somewhat agonising experience through the 
years, Paul’s saying, “Now I know in part.” 
How good it would be for us in this world of 
thought to keep that in mind, not to lose sight 
of the fact that the most inspired teachers have 
been humble in their attitude and have not de- 
manded too much from their hearers. They have 
always leaned back upon the mystical percep- 
tion of the Christ. 

The Gospels are not historical, they are ar- 
tistic. Each artist handles his materials arbi- 
trarily, arranging his sequence according to his 
thought and purpose. What constitutes the va- 
hdity of his art is the profundity of his convic- 
tion, the reality of his knowledge. These men 
met something more than they could ever ac- 
count for. Vaster than the records concerning 
him, Jesus stands. 

In the story of the crossing of the lake, we 
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have a parable of Jesus. Doubtless behind the 
episode there are some facts. The facts are per- 
ceptible. One day during a storm Jesus slept, 
while the others were fearful of being wrecked. 
They called to him and he rebuked them for 
being afraid. The fear passed from their hearts, 
and they never forgot the experience. 

It is the spiritual fact in the story that I 
would stress this morning. Life is the deep sea. 
Our body is the little ship, and our soul is the 
Lord Christ, the son of the living God. If we 
would be a disciple of Jesus, our soul must be in 
command of that body and at ease in all its 
mishaps. Henley was wrong, however artisti- 
cally great, when he sang about being captain 
of his soul. We cannot be captain of our soul, 
because our soul is not the ship. Our soul is the 
captain. It is our body that is the ship. Our soul 
must be captain of our body. Our bodies, like 
any vessel, are filled with odds and ends of 
things. There are cargoes that we are carrying 
from one port to another. There is the gear that 
goes with the boat. There is the equipment that 
makes up the expediency of the craft. But the 
essential thing is the captain. It is the purpose 
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of a disciple to discover that his soul is the cap- 
tain of the ship, that his soul is the son of God, 
that his soul has power over all the waves and 
storms of this brief planetary existence. 

We are sailing from shore to shore, and the 
lake at best is not large. The journey from 
babyhood to old age is brief, and there is good 
haven at the end. This a disciple must know. 
He must be the master of his life. He must re- 
veal to all the world that which the Master re- 
vealed in the story of the crossing of the lake 
of Galilee during a storm—peace, serenity, 
calm; revealing the knowledge of an unbroken 
communion with the Father of the storms and 
the Lord of the lake, revealing also a sense of 
the security which every disciple knows, that 
makes it possible, in the midst of the most ter- 
rible disaster, to sing with the psalmist: “I will 
lay me down in peace and take my rest, for it is 
Thou, Lord, only that makest me to dwell in 
safety.” 

Until you know who you are, you cannot re- 
buke the winds and the waves and steer your 
ship to its haven. What this world needs is the 
witness of good disciples. Read the psycholo- 
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gists and discover how little they know about 
havens, ships, captains. According to the Be- 
haviorists, we are ships without captains. We 
have sails and anchors and automatic helms. 
Some reach havens and some do not. It is all a 
matter of chance. This thought is a prevailing 
one in our modern world. It has America by the 
throat. Almost every boy and girl coming out 
of the universities has accepted Behaviorism as 
the law and the gospel: We are mechanisms, not 
souls. 

One of the plaintive things in Keble’s story 
is that he was not sure of himself. He did not 
know what the end would be. He was not a good 
disciple, though he was a brave and a loyal fel- 
low. But something had happened to him. Prob- 
ably he had not begun in the right way. Many 
people begin with Jesus and end like Judas Is- 
cariot, simply because at the start they did not 
understand what Jesus meant, what he was 
after. We should always understand what the 
Master means, what he is after concerning us. 

What does Jesus mean? On this I must insist 
against all the world: “You are a son of God. 
I am your brother.” We have lost that. We 
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must recapture it. The moment we begin to 
talk about it, people become hectic and startled. 
But it is the bed-rock of the teaching of Jesus. 
If you find what is Jesus’ witness concerning 
himself, you will discover always that he places 
himself in our midst. One of the tenderest 
stories of Jesus is the story of the post-Res- 
urrection episode: ““Why are you afraid? Han- 
dle me and see. I am not a wraith. I am not 
of some other planet. I am of this world. I 
am of your very bones and flesh and blood. A 
spirit has not flesh and bones as you see me 
have. Put your arms around me. Hold tight to 
me. I am your brother! I am your brother! I am 
your brother! ...” Great, divine, glorious 
brother, but none the less brother. 

We cannot know Jesus apart from the fact 
that he is, in every sense of the word, our 
brother. Otherwise, what can he mean to me? 
When I look on him and remember what another 
said concerning him, “We shall be like him when 
we see him as he is,” I return to the thought 
that the reason why there is so little likeness to 
Jesus to-day is because we have refused to see 
him as he is. 
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If you will steer your ship across the sea of 
life with the power and the peace of the Lord 
Jesus, you must know who you are. You must 
let him tell you who you are. He asks you, 
“Why are you afraid?” There is only one an- 
swer : “Because you will not accept what he says. 
You will not believe when he says God is your 
Father.’ You are God’s son. Therefore, no sea 
can hurt you, no shoal can wreck you. You are 
captain of your ship. Why are you afraid? 

We are challenged this morning by a lovely 
bit of art, a song of the long ago wreh a deep 
mystical meaning concerning the slumbering 
Lord that is in us. Awaken your Christ-con- 
sciousness. Know who you are. Have power over 
the wind and the waves. Steer to your haven! 
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“SHE SAID WITHIN HERSELF” 
Luke viii : 43-48 


Tue story this morning reveals three aspects 
of the beginnings of discipleship. The first is 
self-discovery. The Master always stressed self- 
discovery. He never for a moment robbed any 
man of his royal worth. He invariably said, 
“You did it,” and then pointed out the way of 
its doing: “It was your discovery of yourself as 
a son of the Father that made this healing pos- 
sible. Never forget who you are. If you never 
forget who you are, you, too, will become the 
healer and the redeemer.” 

‘She said within herself. . . .” That was the 
beginning of her approach to Jesus. It is the 
beginning of all approaches to Jesus. It is only 
when we reach a decision that we are able to 
touch the Master. Many people think they have 
touched him, but they have touched a dummy, 
because they are not able to say within them- 
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selves. Saying within ourselves is prayer. No 
prayer has validity until we have spoken in our 
right as God’s son. We must claim God in terms 
of Jesus before we have learned to pray with 
his power. Many are weak at the present mo- 
ment because they have no power of an inward 
communion. They do not say things within 
themselves. They say things outside themselves. 
They say things by other people, by words 
that are put upon their lips, by gestures that 
have been prepared and sanctified for them 
through centuries of holy and memorable 
usages. 

I am not condemning these things. Who 
would condemn a crutch? But I am not talking 
about crutches this morning. I am talking about 
wings. Until the wings of thought have been 
unfolded from the soul, it cannot see Christ. 
Life must teach us self-reliance. Life must ulti- 
mately force us in upon ourselves to make our 
own decisions. We must begin to say in our own 
right. We must know what we want. We must 
be able to articulate it, before we can touch the 
Master. No one can be a disciple of the Master 
who has not touched him, now, in his own right. 
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It is well enough to use the Gospels and the 
Epistles as crutches. At best they are crutches, 
and God help us if we keep on using them as 
crutches. It is well to use the Church, the sacra- 
ments, as crutches, but God help us if we keep 
on using them so. We shall never touch Jesus. 
We must learn to say within ourselves what is 
our spiritual will before we can touch him. We 
must believe that in this century the Lord Jesus 
walks among men and can be reached through 
common human experience. Grateful as we are 
for the New Testament, for church history, for 
the continuity of Christianity down through the 
centuries, we must be able to find Jesus here and 
now in our own right. “She said within herself, 
If I may but touch his garment, I shall be 
whole.” 

The second aspect of discipleship appears in 
the difficulties that came after the decision. It 
was much easier for her to decide than to do. 
Paul found that. It is easy to will, but to trans- 
late the will into action is not easy. “There is 
a law within my members that when I will to do 
good, evil is present with me. Failure is with me. 
I do not find it easy to put my spiritual im- 
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pulses into action.” There is no exception to 
this law. Do not ask for it in your own case. The 
difficulties of my ministry have been mainly 
among the people who used me as a crutch, who 
came to Communion only when they knew I was 
breaking the bread, who came to church only 
because I was in the pulpit. That is not disci- 
pleship. Do not deceive yourself. You are not 
deceiving Jesus. A man may be a crutch but he 
is not Jesus. The decision we are to reach is: 
*““Am I a disciple? I want to serve. I want to be 
used. I want his power. I want to be numbered 
among the glorious company of the saints and 
of the martyrs and of the apostles. I want to be 
included with them, and among those who have 
come out of great tribulation, and stand near 
the throne, the throne of service.” 

One of the most terrible temptations of a 
minister’s life is in the insistence of those who 
like his preaching, his personality. Do not in- 
sult him. Do not ruin and wreck his ministry by 
substituting him for Jesus. Say within yourself 
what you want. Brush by your crowd. Go alone 
in your right and put your hand on your Lord. 
He is waiting for that touch. You will never be 
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other than the maimed and the blind until you 
do that. 

It was not easy for her, poor woman, to reach 
him through that throng—such a throng, such 
a dusty street, such confusion of voices, and she 
so weak and so poor! She had spent her all, they 
say, on physicians. She had tried one person- 
ality after the other. She had run from door to 
door of local synagogues, but all in vain. The 
thing she wanted she had not found, and then 
suddenly she made a decision. Charles Wesley 


made it and sang it for eternity: 


“Jesus, Lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the storm of life be past; 
Safe into the haven guide, 
O receive my soul at last.” 


All the things that vex us in our day are part 
of the law. We do not become a disciple in an 
hour or a day. The important thing is the de- 
cision. Do you know what you want? Are you 
sure that it is the eternal Christ you seek, and 
not a human crutch? Are you sure that your 
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Christianity is not a kind of dream or drug? 
Do you really want to be clean and to stand in 
your own strength among the golden sons of 
song? ‘Then go into the dusty, crowded way of 
the world and do what we sang a while ago: 


“Run the straight race through God’s good grace, 
Lift up thine eyes, and seek his face; 
Life with its way before us lies, 
Christ is the path, and Christ the prize.” 


Thank God for the Peters, the Pauls, the Johns, 
the Jameses, who help us to Jesus. But let us 
never insult them by substituting them for 
Jesus. Make the issue clear in your mind, be- 
loved comrades, that it is Jesus, not somebody 
else, you seek. 

The third aspect is the result: ““Who touched 
me?” I cannot think of any greater reward than 
that my Master should turn from all the great 
ones who have lived on this planet and are now 
with him in the spiritual world, should turn 
from all the great ones who are living on this 
planet now, to say, “Who touched me?” I can- 
not think of any greater reward than to have 
won my Master’s recognition by taking virtue 
out of him; for if there is anything dear to the 
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heart of the giver, it is the occasion of giving. 
To be able to give to one who values the gift, 
to have it within your power to give to one who 
prizes what you have, is of all things most pre- 
cious and, in his sight, his greatest joy. He shall 
look on the travail of his soul and be satisfied 
when you touch him. His beautiful power of a 
son of God is communicated to you, a son of 
God, and you and he are now forever one. 

Once we touch Jesus in our own right, all hell 
cannot separate us from him whom we have 
touched. Once we have made that contact, we 
are his forever. No one can take us away. We 
may even fail, as the disciples failed after Geth- 
semane. We may even deny and swear as Peter 
did. But with just a low call of the voice or 
a glance of the eye, the Master claims all who 
have accepted him. He will hold his own. 

It is worth striving through the crowding 
circumstances of every day to reach the Master. 


The reward is discipleship. 
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XX 


THE INDEPENDENCE OF PETER 
Luke iz : 18-25 


A pisciPLE must be on his guard against a 
traditional Christianity. He must make his per- 
sonal decision concerning the Master. ‘There is 
limitless freedom in Christianity. Discipleship 
is not confined to any of its many manifesta- 
tions in any church. A good disciple knows the 
Master in his own right. However he may be 
a part of the ecclesiastical usage of the congre- 
gation to which he belongs, his discipleship will 
be determined by his first-hand information of 
the Master. A good disciple does not quote what 
somebody else says about Jesus. He may be 
kindly interested in what others have to say 
about Jesus, but he speaks out of the warmth of 
a personal experience when the Master puts the 
question directly to him, “Who am I to you?” 

To Peter, he was the Messiah, but not our 
Messiah. The Messiah of Peter was a small per- 
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son. He thought of the Messiah as a conqueror 
come to free Israel. He would be a mighty war- 
rior like his ancestor, David. He would confound 
his enemies, would establish his kingdom in Je- 
rusalem, and from that centre would govern all 
the world. Rome would be no more. Only the 
righteous Jews would have the planet to them- 
selves. That was Peter’s honest thought when 
he said, *“The Christ of God.” Later, Peter had 
a bigger vision of Jesus than that, but none the 
less, it was his conception of Christ, and because 
it was an honest conception, the Master ac- 
cepted it. 

Think of a being as universal as Jesus de- 
manding that we should all come to him in the 
same way, that we should all believe alike in 
him. Think of Jesus demanding of us any stand- 
ard of faith other than that of a personal ex- 
perience. That is the quarrel at the present 
moment, and that is the reason why some of us 
are fighting strenuously to be emancipated from 
the thraldom of the Thirty-nine Articles, from 
the Apostles’ and the Nicene Creeds. We argue, 
and, I believe, with the authority of Jesus, that 
good discipleship is measured entirely by re- 
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sults. Who do you say he is? How much author- 
ity do you reveal in the manner of your living 
concerning your knowledge of the Master? 
These are important questions for all disciples 
to answer. 

I have just finished reading a charming life 
of Cardinal Mercier. Without doubt, he was a 
great disciple of Jesus. Without doubt, he knew 
Jesus. But he knew Jesus as the Roman Catho- 
lic Christ. I could no more accept Mercier’s 
Jesus than I could accept Peter’s Jesus, yet I 
believe that both those men were genuine dis- 
ciples of Jesus. Moody was one of the greatest 
disciples of the Master in the nineteenth cen- 
tury. There are many who bear witness to-day 
to the fruitfulness of that marvelous disciple- 
ship. Without doubt, the spirit of the Lord was 
on him, and he spoke with a mighty power. But 
there are thousands of us to-day who could not 
accept the Jesus of Moody. I could not. I could 
not accept the Jesus of Billy Sunday, but I be- 
lieve that Billy Sunday is very much in earnest 
and a disciple of Jesus. All over the world to- 
day there are people in various churches, as far 
removed from us as the East is removed from 
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the West, and yet we are all together in one 
thing: our love of Jesus, our personal intimate 
knowledge of a Redeemer, of a Healer, of One 
who is mighty to save. 

If that is the case, then why not have a Chris- 
tianity of creeds, of rituals, and of theology? I 
answer: Let those who want creeds and rituals 
and theology express themselves in their honest 
sincerity, but let them not challenge or impugn 
the honesty of a discipleship that is revealed as 
I have seen it revealed in Rufus Jones and 
Pennsylvania Quaker meeting-houses. Jesus will 
always be beyond our definitions. The more we 
try to define him, the more do we limit our power 
to reveal him. 

Those of you who have read The Impatience 
of a Parson must see that in its author is re- 
vealed one of the most burning passions for 
Jesus that this age knows. Yet, almost every- 
where through the Church of England and the 
Protestant Episcopal Church of America, Shep- 
pard’s book is being condemned. I heard it con- 
demned not long ago by a clever Modernist, 
who said that the book was not great, though 
one had the feeling that the man behind it was 
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great. I answered, “If a book makes you feel 
that the man behind it is great, then the book is 
great.” A picture is great if it makes you feel 
the greatness of the man who painted it. That 
is the test of art. It is the test of truth. Conse- 
quently, The Impatience of a Parson is one 
of the most prophetic announcements of the 
age; it is a frank appeal for a still greater lib- 
erty in Christian discipleship. 

Jesus is not interested in a conventional as- 
sent to his Mastery. He does not base authority 
upon a popular judgment. He does not care 
what the people say. He wants to know what his 
disciples have discovered for themselves. 

This was at the heart of Jesus’ statement: “I 
will build my Church wherever there is personal, 
first-hand information on what I have come to 
give to men.”” What is that personal, first-hand 
information? We have touched upon it again 
and again for the past few weeks: our relation- 
ship with God as Father. Good discipleship 
must always begin with the conviction that now 
are we the children of God. We do not have to 
die to go to heaven. We do not have to be 
stripped of this body to stand in our Father’s 
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presence. Now are we the children of God, and 
if we are now the children of God, we are now 
God’s heirs. We have entered into our inheri- 
tance. All that God can give to us is given now. 
Read your will, look over your title deeds, and 
see what you have. You are heirs of the perfec- 
tion of God. The place whereon you stand now 
is for you the most important place in the world. 
Now, now, now, rise up and take it, for the 
kingdom of God is where you stand. This is 
Jesus’ question to his disciples to-day, even as 
it was then: “If I am the Christ of God, how 
am I the Christ of God? Have I come to bring 
you a material or a spiritual kingdom? I have 
come that ye might have life, and that ye 
might have it more abundantly.” 

Do not insult the Master by seeking to dis- 
cover whether we survive the ordeal of death. 
To a disciple there is no death. Do not bother 
yourself about communion with the dead. We 
cannot commune with the dead. We can com- 
mune with the living, and there are no dead. 
“These things are written that ye might know 
that ye have eternal life.” Leave church to-day 
and stand outside St. Bartholomew’s, inheriting 
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eternity, no longer afraid, no longer cast down, 
fully aware of the ordeals of initiation that will 
give us further knowledge of what we are in the 
presence of God. Welcome those ordeals, as 
every good student welcomes his examinations, 
as every eager scholar gladly comes to grips 
with his tests. So must we fight the good fight 
of faith to the very end, knowing that to the 
disciple, whatever seems hard releases our God- 
hood and reveals to the world its glory. 

Be free from traditional interpretations of 
Jesus. Be afraid no longer to make your own 
creed. Let your creed be your knowledge of life 
as you have found it. Have you put the Sermon 
on the Mount to a test? Does it work? Have you 
tried the second mile yet? Have you turned the 
other cheek yet? Have you blessed the one who 
cursed you? Have you forgiven the one who 
damned you? Have you been able suddenly to 
stand up quivering from the wound that a friend 
has given you and say, “Forgive him. He did 
not know what he did”? Then you have a creed 
against which the gates of hell cannot prevail. 
Then you have the power that every disciple 
ought to have. Then you are very close to the 
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Master. You know him indeed, and when you 
go by, people will know that you are sound in 
your faith. 

Faith has nothing to do with all the hue and 
cry in the world to-day concerning what is or- 
thodox or unorthodox, what is fundamentalistic 
or what is modernistic. How much do you know 
in your own right? What do you know about 
the forgiveness of sins? Have you been for- 
given? Or are you dragging corpses as you go? 
* It is well to believe with Tennyson that we may 
rise on stepping-stones of our dead selves, but 
many of us are not using those dead selves as 
stepping-stones—they are dragging at us. We 
still fret and weep over our sins, even though 
we have said, “Forgive us our trespasses.”” The 
old sins are clogging and holding us back. 

To have met the Master as the woman did in 
the temple and to have heard him say, “Neither 
do I condemn thee, go and sin no more,” is to 
have the knowledge, all our own, that marked 
the answer of Peter. This is the answer: “Why, 
Master, this is what I know you to be. In your 
presence there is peace. When I look into your 
eyes, Master, I have no sense of sin. There are 
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no worries when I hear you talk. When I walk 
along the road with you, there is only the song 
of eternity in my ears. I go down through the 
valley of the shadow of death and I fear no evil, 
because your rod and your staff guide me, and 
I walk with you.” 

To know Jesus like that, we must have 
courage to live our life from day to day by 
letting every experience lead us closer to his 
tender heart. 
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THE MOUNTAIN OF TRANSFIGURATION 
Luke ix : 28-36 


We rightly begin Holy Week, concluding 
these weeks of noontide meditations, with the 
experience of the disciples with a transfigured 
Christ. That is the reward of discipleship. By 
faithfully following as he leads, in the end we 
come to a mountain higher than the mountain 
of the Beatitudes—the mountain of the Trans- 
figuration. From that mountain we gain a vision 
of God and His kingdom and His ways on earth. 
Even then we are challenged and humiliated, 
for the experience finds us unprepared, want- 
ing, blundering, and obtruding ourselves upon 
the work. 

Let us take up the story as it was told by St. 
Luke. I think that Peter is the source of that 
story. Those of you who are familiar with my 
mind need not that I should tell you that the 
Transfiguration is the favorite episode of your 
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preacher. I stress it more than I do the Resur- 
rection because to me it is the real resurrection 
of our Master. I would not lose it; I cannot see 
how it could be lost from the narrative of Jesus 
given by the disciples who were with him in 
those lovely Galilean days. 

It was a selective experience. Only Peter, 
John, and James were allowed to be present 
with Jesus when he was transfigured. You will 
remember that when Jesus went into the valley 
of his deepest humiliation, the Garden of Geth- 
semane, he took these same three with him. The 
others were left outside the garden wall, but 
these he took into the deepening shadows of his 
unspeakable Passion. There is a reason for this 
selection, and we must keep it clearly in our 
minds to-day. Discipleship is open to all, but 
its mightiest and transfiguring experiences are 
offered only to the few. In this case it was given 
to Peter and James and John because they were 
ready for it. They had drawn closer to their 
Master, and they could receive from him what 
the others could not. 

Christianity is the story of a selection among 
the disciples. We find it true not only as to 
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\ groups but also as to churches and ages of the 
churches. There have been, in the past, ages of 
wonderful manifestations of the sons of God. 
There have been ages of wonderful saints. There 
have been ages of discipleship, without any 
moment of transfiguration, any outstanding 
saint, any outstanding prophet, any outstand- 
ing preacher, any outstanding giver, any out- 
standing interpreter, any new voice of author- 
ity. Why? Why this selection? Because of the 
law. There is a law in the spiritual world, as 
exact and inviolate as the law of the material 
world. By this law the truths of the world are 
won, its visions attained, its powers gained. It is 
the law of gravitation. The law of gravitation is 
the law of contact, of fidelity to a commanding, 
all-absorbing centre. That centre, in the life of 
the Christian, is the person of the Master. 
There are disciples who are content with the 
ordinary experiences of the Church. They find 
satisfaction in their Communion, in their church- 
going, in their reading of the Bible, in their 
use of books of meditation, in their observance 
of the seasons of feasts and of fasts, in their 
obedience to the moral law. They have their re- 
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ward. But they do not climb the mountain of 
Transfiguration. Their knowledge of their Mas- 
ter is derivative. They never speak from the 
fulness of their own experience. 

One pulpit transcends other pulpits when the 
man in it has had experience. He may be faulty 
in his scholarship. He may be slovenly in his 
diction. He may lack all the artifices of the 
rhetorician, and yet feed thousands with the 
bread of life that proceeds from his soul. He has 
been on the mountain of the high and holy mys- 
tical experience which is recorded for us to-day. 
Out of the mass of men and women who call 
themselves Christians, suddenly a light begins 
to flame and its radiance pours out over all the 
community from one woman, quiet, simple, gen- 
tle, and unassuming in all her ways. It is im- 
possible to speak or think an evil thing in her 
presence. When she comes, the word of gossip 
dies down on the lips of her sisters. They can 
say no mean or unworthy thing because she is 
near. She has been on the mountain of the 
Transfiguration and has seen her Lord in her 
own right. No one can see Jesus without having 
a power that marks him from the rest of the dis- 
ciples. 
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Why were Peter, James, and John asked to 
climb the mountain? Why, in every age, are 
only a few asked to climb the mountain? Why 
did Jesus speak about two women grinding at 
the mill, two men laboring in the field, one taken 
and the other left? Why does the glory fall on 
one soul and not on all souls? Why do some peo- 
ple have direct vision? 

We began early in our course of meditations 
with the study of the law of the little gate, the 
people who, in their desire to get through into 
the mystery of Christ, are ready to forsake 
everything. Is it your hand? Off goes the hand. 
Is it your eye? Out comes the eye. Is it father, 
mother, wife, husband, child, brother, sister, 
home, friend, lands? They go, to the one who 
is invited to climb the mountain of Transfigura- 
tion. 

There are men and women in this congrega- 
tion who have a clear understanding of the Mas- 
ter. Nothing can shake it. They have won it by 
their patience with life. They have asked noth- 
ing for themselves. They have accepted the word 
of their Master, “The Son of man hath not 
where to lay his head.” They demand nothing 
of life. They ask nothing of their friends. They 
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have no requirements or spiritual needs other 
than one need, the friendship and companion- 
ship of the Master. 

There are others in this congregation who 
read the gospel story wistfully. They are dis- 
ciples. They have not yet arrived. To them I am 
speaking. The way is long and full of difficul- 
ties, but the length and the difficulties of the 
road are in the law. You will have your own 
unique authority and power, vision and under- 
standing, if you fulfill the law. It is stated in 
our simple church catechism: “To do my duty 
in that state of life unto which it shall please 
God to call me.” To take your life just where 
it is now, in full acceptance, asking for no re- 
lease, no benefit, using nobody for your own self- 
ish purpose, not using God for your own selfish 
purpose, never asking when you pray to God 
for release from anything, asking for no favors 
of the Infinite, but simply asking that you might 
be used: that is to be invited to climb the hill 
with Peter and James and John, and to see 
Jesus in your own right. 

To climb that mountain, you must first have 
learned to go alone. There must be no whimper, 
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no complaint, no leaning. You must stand in 
your own strength. Take the burden that is laid 
upon your back—a cross—and follow the Mas- 
ter’s road. It ends on the mountain of his in- 
effable glory. You will come down from that 
mountain and you will be a master, with power 
to heal, to help, to soothe, to redeem, and to 
save. I invite you to that high, hard, lonely hill 


of vision. 
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A GRAIN OF SEED 
Matthew xvii : 19-21 


YESTERDAY we saw that the Transfiguration 
is an experience that is given only to those who 
desire it. The world is full of godly, worthy peo- 
ple, disciples of the Master, but they have no 
first-hand information of him. Their knowledge 
of God is derived from the books they read, the 
churches they attend, the rituals they observe, 
the manner of life they live. That is commend- 
able, marking part of the way already won, but 
it is not the power of transfiguration. 

Why is it that in every age only a few attain? 
Perhaps you will answer, “They were so dow- 
ered of God.” Why a Phillips Brooks? “Ah,” 
you say, “he was bequeathed a personality, a 
gigantic brain, and the heart of a little child.” 
But that is not the answer. If you read the life 
of Phillips Brooks, you will discover that it was 
a life of intense, inner agony of struggle. The 
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peculiar authority that was his was won by the 
climb of the mountain. His was the authority 
and the excellence of the most high heart, and 
it was given him to be, as Dean Stanley de- 
scribed him, the spiritual man of the nineteenth 
century. 

It was the argument of yesterday’s medita- 
tion that this les within our power. We may 
climb the mountain. We may be Peter or James 
or John if we will. The mountain of the Beati- 
tudes is the hill which every disciple knows. But 
the mountain of the Transfiguration is won only 
by the prophets and the saints and the excellent 
ones. “Where your treasure is, there will your 
heart be also. Be perfect, as your Father is per- 
fect,”’ said Jesus to the select ones. Yesterday’s 
meditation followed inevitably in the order of 
our thinking concerning the aspects of disciple- 
ship. We have made the distinction between dis- 
ciples and the world of the outer darkness, where 
are the gnashers of teeth, the wailers, and the 
beaters of breasts, as well as the lepers and the 
halt and the dumb and the blind. A disciple is 
any man or woman who has come out of that 
darkness, any one who has been healed, and has 
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become a candidate for the Master’s power, who 
would also be a healer and a helper and a 
saviour. 

But there is a difference in discipleship. That 
difference is marked by the mountain of the 
Transfiguration. They are called who most de- 
sire. Remember that. If you want your own in- 
formation, if you want the direct vision, if you 
want to walk without crutches, if you would 
spread your wings and fly into the invisible, 
you may; but there is a law, and it is the law 
of the mountain of Transfiguration. That law is 
clearly stated in the episode which leads us into 
this noontide meditation. 

The disciples had come down from the moun- 
tain. A wonderful thing had happened to them, 
and they had to learn a lesson at that moment. 
Peter was the spokesman. He spoke for James 
and John as well as for himself. It 1s the expe- 
rience through which all saints and mystics pass 
before they attain the perfect vision: Having 
attained the vision, they wanted to put their 
arms about it and keep it. “It is good for us 
to be here. Let us build three chapels, one for 
you, one for Moses, and one for Elias. Let us 
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not go down into the wicked world, into the 
madding crowd. Let us spend our time in the 
beatific state.” 

When you come to that moment, you will un- 
derstand that the reason why the vision and the 
power have been given to you is because the 
world is waiting for your power. You have been 
given it to use, to release, and to redeem. The 
great ones of the ages have been the givers. 
“Let this mind be in you which was also in 
Christ Jesus, who being in the form of God, 
did not regard it as a prize to be held on to, but 
let go of it and took upon himself the form of a 
servant.” They had to learn the lesson which 
later Mary learned in the garden when she clung 
to Jesus. “Do not cling to me,” he said, “but go 
and tell my brethren.” Do not hold even the 
ecstasy of forgiveness. You have been forgiven ; 
now go out and forgive. Do not hold the ecstasy 
of immortality. You have seen beyond the grave. 
Outside stands a woman weeping at the tomb. 
Be the angel at her tomb and say, “Woman, 
why weepest thou? He is not here. He is risen.” 

That is the lesson to be learned on the moun- 
tain of Transfiguration. When you come to 
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your high, holy moment, remember that it is to 
be given away. You must lose it again. Do not be 
at all concerned because, after the ecstasy, there 
is the return to the humdrum world. Do not run 
away from the world. The world is in need. God 
wants you to help the world. You have been pre- 
pared to help the world. Go out and bleed, suf- 
fer, die, to redeem the world as the Master did. 
There can be no selfishness, no seclusion, in the 
kingdom of God. 

You are familiar with the episode: Coming 
down from the mountain of Transfiguration, 
they found a boy writhing with a devil. The 
other disciples, in the absence of the Master, had 
been working but they had failed. The reason 
why they had failed was because they had not 
been on the mountain of Transfiguration. 'There 
are some things we can do because we are dis- 
ciples, but there are still many things we cannot 
do because we have not climbed the high hill. 
Jesus speaks to those who wonder why their 
Christianity is not effective, why their preach- 
ing is not compelling, why their contact with the 
multitude is not revealing and saving: “If you 
had faith as a grain of mustard seed.” Do you 
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know what Jesus meant when he used the word 
faith? Experience! Never say, “All I need is 
faith, blind faith”; there is no such word in 
the vocabulary of Christ. Faith is a power that 
proceeds from consciousness. It is the confidence 
of a power that has been attained. If you have 
had experience, however small, you can lift a 
mountain with it. 

There are mountains in the path of every dis- 
ciple—the mountains of worry, of sorrow, of 
temptation, of disappointment, of disillusion- 
ment, of amazement. Perhaps of all mountains 
the hardest to remove is the mountain of amaze- 
ment at the hardness of the world, at the seem- 
ing success of the unrighteous. Why should 
there be so many who are godless in our world 
at this hour? Why should there be such a com- 
bination of deviltry against the righteous? In 
order to cast out devils we must be able to re- 
move even the mountain of amazement from our 
path. We must have a working knowledge of 
God. If we have a working knowledge of God, 
we will blast our mountains to powder and will 
blow our forests away, and there will be for us 
a straight path in the wilderness. 
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How do we attain that knowledge? By being 
a faithful follower of Jesus, by being a good 
disciple, by practising the presence of God in 
every moment of our life, by taking life as it is. 
We lean too much. We want too much. We de- 
mand too much. We exact too much of life. We 
want life to be too easy. God is enough. It is 
enough to have seen the Master, to have heard 
his voice saying, ‘‘Follow me,” though it lead to 
Calvary. What more do you want? 


“In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time.” 


That is what Jesus meant when he said to the 
baffled disciples, “If you really wanted to know 
God, you would not be defeated.” But to know 
God, we must dare God. That was a great sen- 
tence which came out of the War, that religion 
was betting all we had on the chance that God 
is. Religion is in the man who throws all he has 
into the awful vortex of existence and goes on 
believing in God, though the evidence against 
the reality of God piles up. The young people 
in our colleges are being tried for sainthood by 
their textbooks, by the ability of their profes- 
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sors to make them believe that they have no 
souls, that there is no reality in the world. 

To stand on the mountain of Transfigura- 
tion, we are forced to look down into the world. 
The brightness and the beauty of the vision 
that we have gained on that peak make us 
realize the horror of the hell in the world below. 
There is an awful horror of hell about us at the 
present moment. There is sheer, massed bad- 
ness. To know God, the disciple must dare to 
believe in the reign of God and the wonder of 
Christ in spite of that badness. 

We may limp through the world on crutches 
in the Master’s name. It is good even to do that. 
We may be more or less ineffectual Christians 
by whimpering a bit and taking all the helps 
and doles of God. And we may become glorious 
athletes, saints, prophets, powers of God, by 
having faith as a grain of seed! 
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THE CHILD IN OUR MIDST 
Matthew xviii : 1-11 


Ir is not easy to understand the disciples ask- 
ing at the end of their little time with Jesus: 
“Who shall be the greatest in your kingdom?” 
But the question reveals what is common to all 
disciples in the earlier stages of their develop- 
ment. We begin with the Master on the selfish 
plane. We come to him out of the darkness. We 
leave behind the gnashers of teeth. We are dis- 
contented with the haters and the back-biters. 
We are unhappy in the city of Dis. So we come 
to the Master limping, groping, or borne by 
arms that are strong to carry us, or led by the 
hand that is gentle and the eyes that serve our 
lack of vision. 

We always begin Christianity selfishly. Our 
thoughts are uppermost. Births are like that. 
How selfish a baby is! Its whole world is itself 
and its needs. We begin discipleship selfishly. 
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We come to Jesus for help and it takes no little 
while to outgrow our selfish need of him until 
we can say, “We have left all and followed 
thee.” 

It is not easy to understand the question, 
“Who shall be greatest?” except in the sense 
that it describes our selfish states. It accounts 
for our bewilderment in the matter of the spiri- 
tual kingdom of the Master and gives a suffi- 
cient reason for our impotence as Christians. 
Let us face the fact that we are selfish where the 
kingdom of God is concerned. Let us admit that 
most of our prayers are selfish prayers, that our 
reason for following the Master is mainly a 
selfish one. We are frightened. We have left the 
dark behind us. We no longer want to dwell 
where we used to dwell. It is an awful place. 
Others are dwelling there by the millions at this 
moment, but we do not want to dwell there—a 
hideous place, that outer darkness, where the 
back-biters and the slanderers, the whisperers 
and the bickerers, the malicious and the selfish 
are! 

We begin by thinking of Jesus as our per- 
sonal Saviour. We are grateful to him for help- 
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ing us out of the dark, terrible city of Dis, 
redeemed but not sufficiently redeemed to be be- 
yond the sin of our arrogance revealed in the 
question, “Who is really the most important in 
our group? Master, which is the right church? 
Is it Catholic or Protestant? Who is the really 
inspired preacher of this hour? Who are the 
most representative Christians of the moment? 
Who is greatest in the kingdom of heaven?” 
I am sure you will agree with me when I say 
that any brief survey of Christianity at this mo- 
ment will reveal that that is just about as far as 
we have gone. We are usually selfish, arrogant, 
claiming all the honors for ourselves. We have 
forgotten the lesson of the Pharisee who stood in 
the temple and thanked God that he was better 
than his neighbor, and of the publican who went 
down to his house justified rather than the other. 
We think that these things could happen in Je- 
rusalem or Cana or Nazareth or Capernaum, 
but surely not in New York, not in our church, 
not in our land, not in our century. One of the 
weaknesses of modern Christianity is that we 
lack a sense of humor that makes possible our 
laughing at our own folly and our. own little- 
ness. Think of having been a year with Jesus 
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and asking a question like that! I can think of 
a still more stupendous fact—I can think of 
having lived with Jesus for nearly two thousand 
years and still asking that question! 

Jesus took a little child. Oh, how wonderful! 
Only Jesus would think of that. Only a man 
with a cosmic imagination would think of an- 
swering all the churches, all the disciples, all the 
theologians, all the preachers, all the congrega- 
tions, with a simple gesture. He called a little 
child and set him in their midst. That was his 
answer. It is the only answer Jesus has for us 
who would be his disciples. 

This course of meditations dwells not only 
upon discipleship but upon progressive disciple- 
ship. We conceive of discipleship as describing 
a body of men and women who want to serve the 
Master, to be full-orbed sons and daughters of 
the living God, to be channels of the spirit of 
the Most High. Earth is a school of training, 
preparation, unfolding, releasing. If we will 
take up our life just where it is now since we 
met the Master and go on with it, asking no fa- 
vors, not even from God, we shall become cen- 
tres of the Holy Spirit. 

Discipleship is knowing God as Jesus knew 
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God, is being able to do what he did; for he 
made the promise, “Where two or three are 
gathered together in my name, there am I in the 
midst of them.” If that is true; if the Master is 
in our midst this day as we commune together, 
we have certain things we would say to him. 
These are some of them: “Master, teach us how 
to be redeemers. We have come out from the city 
of Dis. There are others there in torment. We 
would go back to the city of Dis and lead those 
scorched, unhappy souls out of the hell in which 
they are because of their ignorance. Master, once 
we came to you limping on crutches. Now we are 
walking, but we have friends who are using 
crutches. We would have power to enable them 
to throw their crutches away and walk in their 
own right. Once we came to you blind, deaf and 
dumb. Now we see, we hear, we speak. We would 
give, who have so fully received, sight to the 
blind, hearing to the deaf, speech to the dumb. 
Use us—use us!” 

I am not decrying the Church when I say, 
“Be lifted above the creeds, above the sacra- 
ments, above the Prayer Book.” Those things 
are right in their order. But be more than these. 
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Have your own power. Have your own author- 
‘ity. Be able to draw freely unto the throne of 
grace without anybody guiding you, not even 
your minister or your priest. You are a son, a 
daughter, of the living God. You are made to 
be immortal. It is your right, as a disciple of 
Jesus Christ, to lay hold on eternal life. You 
are heirs of God and joint-heirs with Christ. 
All that you want is yours—but you must win 
it by discipleship. 

The way to win it is to take up your life and 
live it. Whoever asks for an opiate loses the 
power. Whoever leans for a moment on any one 
loses the power. The way to power is the lonely 
way, asking favors of nobody. The way to power 
is giving, is consecration, is to take our life and 
accept it, not to worry about it. We must stop 
pitying ourselves. We must make no contrast 
between our life and some other’s life. It is our 
life—our beautiful life. We must put our arms 
around it and love it, and by gradual degrees it 
will become all transfigured and beautiful. Then 
we shall be good disciples of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. 

The reason why many of us are still lame is 
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that we are cowards. We lack the manifestations 
of the son or the daughter of God because we 
are always complaining, or looking for a sop. 
Judas failed Jesus. It was the man who looked 
for the extra sop who went out and betrayed 
Jesus. It is the woman who always wants the ex- 
tra crumb of comfort, the man who wants a little 
more help, who becomes Jesus’ enemy among the 
disciples. The moment wo do that, we crucify 
the Lord afresh and put him to an open shame. 
Do not ask what your place will be in the king- 
dom of God. What do you care? The answer is 
the little child, and the little child is central to 
the soul of every individual. The holy child is 
incarnated in every one of us. The pure, inno- 
cent baby of God is enfleshed in our human per- 
sonality. We must find that holy child, that 
utter simplicity, that sheer purity, in ourselves, 
and we must enthrone it—not our brain, not our 
titles, glories, honors, ambitions. We must en- 
throne it in our human personality. It is our 
gentleness, our tenderness, our simplicity, that 
counts. When we are gentle, simple and tender, 
we are most like God. At that moment God most 
uses us. 
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Sixty years ago, a young man told the story 
of a little child to three girls. He told some of 
it in a punt, some of it under a hayrick, and 
some of it along a village lane among the hedges 
of England. Not long ago the manuscript of 
that story was sold for more than seventy thou- 
sand dollars. The author is remembered, not be- 
cause he was a mathematician, but because he 
wrote a story called Alice in Wonderland. 
There were mathematicians and mathematicians, 
but only one Lewis Carroll in his day, who took 
a little child and set her in the midst of Eng- 
land, 

It is an illustration of what Jesus meant when 
he was asked, “Who shall be greatest?” It is 
the simplicity in us that is great. It is the ten- 
derness in us that is eternal. It is the kindness 
in us that is immortal. The rest is of little value, 
and as the ages go by, the great disciples will 
be honored and known for their simplicity—the 
standard of the child in our midst. 
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SEVENTY TIMES SEVEN 
Matthew xviii: 21-22 


WHEN we have come to the seventy times 
seven, we shall have come to that moment de- 
scribed by the beautiful last verse of our favor- 
ite hymn: 

“Like thy spotless Master, thou, 
Filled with wisdom, love and power, 


Holy, pure and perfect now, 
Henceforth and evermore.” 


One day we shall reach that perfection. This life 
is a training for that moment. All its aggrava- 
tions, all the trials of our patience, are nicely 
adjusted by the Father to call forth from us our 
conscious Christhood. Whenever we fail it, we 
have failed Him and have been unworthy of our 
Master. 

You have been told and have read many times 
about the Beloved Disciple in his Ephesian days, 
when he was very old; how they used to bring 
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him into the congregation carried on a chair 
and placed in the sanctuary, lifted up where the 
multitudes could see the disciple whom Jesus 
loved and who leaned above his heart at the 
Last Supper. They knew before he came in 
what he would say, for as he grew older, he 
could say but one thing: “Love one another, 
my little children; love one another.” From any- 
body else, it would have sounded foolish, but it 
sounded wise and new from the lips of the man 
who was the living example of the constraining 
love of Christ. People wanted to hear it, be- 
cause when they heard the far-away, thin, old 
voice saying those oft-repeated words, they were 
hearing Jesus with the New Commandment. 
They were doing more than hearing Jesus, they 
were gaining confidence to come back to him. 
If it were not for the fact that Jesus is the 
living example of limitless human love, we 
should never dare to call ourselves his disciples, 
we should never dare to dream of a time when, 
like our holy Master, we also shall be holy. It is 
his love that keeps us at it in spite of our pa- 
thetic weakness, our frequent failure, our many 
desertions. 


[191 ] 


THE STEEP ASCENT 


“'Then came Peter to him, and said .. .” It 
was at the end of the Master’s ministry, just 
before he went the way of death. Peter had al- 
ready made the great confession, ‘Thou art the 
Christ, the Son of the living God.” But he was 
troubled with a question that lay under his 
heart, for it touched his heart. Peter was not 
sure how far he could follow Jesus in the way 
of his loving, and Peter wanted to be a disciple 
to the end of the days. He had been warned by 
his Master that the time was at hand for a sepa- 
ration. He had seen more than the shadow of 
the cross, for Peter was in the secret of the 
Master. 

Peter felt that he had been marked out for 
leadership. He knew by the very fact that Jesus 
called him the Rock that there was something 
in him designated for stability, and he was look- 
ing down the lengthening years and wondering 
how he could go on without the visible presence 
of his Master. He knew he could not go on un- 
less he had the Master’s love in his heart, and 
Peter did not have it. He loved his wife and his 
wife’s mother. He loved his children. He worked 
hard as a fisherman to keep the little family to- 
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gether at a time when wages were low and bread 
was not easily earned. Peter endured the storms 
and dangers of the sea for the love of his dear 
ones. He was a real lover. He loved his com- 
panions who went the way of discipleship with 
him, led by Jesus. He loved Jesus unspeakably. 
It was Peter who said, “Though all men 
should betray thee and desert thee and deny 
thee, not I, Master, not I! I love thee too well.” 
He loved mightily. 

But he knew he did not love enough. We 
know that we do not love enough. We are selec- 
tive, as he was. Our love is not like God’s love 
that falls on the just and the unjust. Our atti- 
tude is not like God’s toward a thistle and a rose. 
We give our enthusiasm where it has been wooed 
and won. We give our interest to the people who 
are attractive. We like nice men and nice women. 
We are fond of our inner group. And we have 
a right to be. One of the steps on the stair of 
redemption is the love that we have for our in- 
timate ones. But alas for most of us, we have 
built only that step. We are not ready to build 
the other steps, and we know we are not. We 
are as honest as Peter. 
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So we come to the Master as Peter did about 
this counsel of perfection. If we are to be the 
prophets, the interpreters, of the Church; if we 
are to be the witnesses to this age of the reality 
of the spiritual world, we must be more than 
ordinary disciples. We must strain toward per- 
fection. We have heard the Master saying to us, 
“Be perfect as your Father is perfect.” The 
test of perfection is found in Peter’s question 
and Jesus’ answer. 

There is in every friendship occasion to for- 
give. Friendship is often frustrated by misun- 
derstanding, even as it is frequently marred by 
the selfishness of those who create it. Friendship 
is the third dimension of love. It is a separate 
entity, and must always be regarded as that 
which is apart from the points of its base. It is 
the apex of an equilateral triangle whose base 
is established by love. Friendship is a child that 
comes into existence and lives by and through 
the loyalty and patience of friends, lovers. It 
stands outside ourselves. It is our Lord, and we 
must not betray it. Until we have seen friend- 
ship as the holy child of our relationship, we 
shall never understand the way of the Master’s 
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heart, shall never know the power of disciple- 
ship, shall never understand why he said, “Other 
commandments were given to you, ten. They 
were given from a rocking mountain when the 
sky was riven with lightning and the earth was 
gaping from a quake. But I give you a simple 
commandment, a new commandment, that ye 
love one another, even as I have loved you.” No 
other kind of love but the love of Jesus can be 
the standard of the Christian. We must not of- 
fer an imperfect love in his name. We must not 
offer just the little interest we have for our 
own group. That is not the way Jesus loved. 
The real miracle of Jesus was his boundless, 
human loving. 

We have had occasion to refer to the other 
Masters, and to them all honors are given, those 
great Brothers who came before the supreme 
Master. But we see wherein Jesus differs from 
these, how he is greater than Moses or Buddha 
or Socrates. It is in that boundless loving. It is 
the utter, infinite tenderness of the understand- 
ing of Jesus that holds us awed and amazed, so 
that when we touch that love, we cry, “My Lord 
and my God!” We justly deify Jesus when we 
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come to his love and only when we come to his 
love, for in him we feel the infinite love of God. 

So Peter was troubled. He had been living a 
year with that love. He was aware of the imper- 
fection of his own love, and he raised the ques- 
tion, “Will it be enough if I am patient seven 
times? Will it be enough if after having for- 
given my wife, my child, my brother, my sister, 
my friend, I come at last to the moment where I 
can say, he door is closed. I can no longer be 
your friend. You are no longer worthy of my 
friendship?” Jesus said that time will never 
come. If you would go on to perfection, you 
must be wounded for love’s sake. You must of- 
fer that rebellious son, that rebellious daughter, 
your heart again and again. You must offer 
your heart to that wife, indifferent and un- 
worthy, again and again. You must give it to 
your brother and your sister and the friend who 
has dragged your love through the mire, who 
has insulted you, who has misunderstood you, 
who has reviled you, who has maliciously tor- 
tured you. You must put all resentment wich 
from you and cry, “Forgive!” 

Do you want power to raise the dead, to give 
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sight to the blind, to heal the sick? I use no 
metaphor. I believe that if we follow the per- 
fect law of the love of Jesus, we shall do all his 
works. I believe that it lies within the power of 
the Church on earth to do all the things Jesus 
did. If we are not doing them, it is because we 
have not been loyal to Jesus’ law of love. The 
reason why we are so defective, why we only 
occasionally manifest, why we are not always 
functioning on the spiritual plane, is because 
we cannot get beyond Peter’s seven into Jesus’ 
seventy times seven. 

Mount up, climb your hill, and on it be cru- 
cified, that you may be resurrected into the life 
of perfect love and be your Master’s disciple 
indeed. 
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